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2s#/w Richard Duke ofGlvccfisr, [elus . 

N Ow is the winter of difeontent. 

Made glorious fommer by this Tonne ofY orke: 
y/nd all the eloudes that lowrd vpon our houfc, 

/n the deepebofomeof the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes. 
Our brufed arroes hung vp for monuments. 

Our (feme alarums changd to merrie meetings, 

Our drcadfull marches to del ightfulJ plcafurcs. 
Grim-vifagdewarre,bathfmo©thde his wringlcd front, 
And now in Scad of mounting barbed ftccds, 

To fright the foules of fcarefull aduerfarics, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafeiuious pleafing of a lone. 

But I that atn not ftiarpe for fportiue trices. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glaife, 
Ithatam rudely ftampt,and wantloucs maieflic 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Ny mph } 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated of feature by dilTembiing nature, 

Deformd, vnfinilht, Cent before my time 
Into this breathing world halfe made vp. 

And that Co lamejy and vnfafh ionable, 

T hat dogs barke at me as /halt by themi 
^hy/in this weakc piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pallc away the time, 

V nlefle to fpic my fliadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on rhine owne deformitic: 

And therefore fmee / cannot prouc a loucr 
To entertaine thde faire well fpo^en dates, 

I am uetermined to proue a villaine, 

And hate the idleplcalures ofthefcdaics 
^lotshatic I laid , inductions dangerous, 
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The Tragedie 

Bydrun^en prophcfics, libels and dreames. 

To let my brother Clarenceand theming. 

In deadly hate the one againft the other, 

And if^'ng Edward beastrucand iuft 
Aslamfubtile,falfeand ttcchercus: 

This day fliouid Clarence clofcly be mewdyp. 

About adrohefic which faics that G. 

Of Edwards hcires the rourthercr (hall bee. 

Di ue thoughts downc to my foule, Enter Clarence ntth 

Here Clarence comes, . a guard of men. 

Brotherjgood dayes, what means thisarmed guard 
That waites vpon your grace ? 

C/a. His maieflie rendering my perfons (afetic hath ap. 
This coi dutflto conuey me to the Tower. ( pointed 

Clo. Vpon whatcaufc i 
CUt. Bccaufe ir*y name is George. 

Glo. //lack my Lord,that fauit is none of yours, 

Hcfhonld for that commit yout good fathers- 
O' belike his mair ftic ri4th fomc, intc ut 
That you llial! be ne w chrillncd'm the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may /know i 
Cla. Yea Richard when I know , for / protcfl 
As yet I do. nor, but as / can lcarne. 

He harkensafter prophecies and dreames, 

And from the croile-rowe placke s the letter <5 s 
And flics a wizard told him that by G, 

His iifue disinherited rtiould be, 
yJndfortay name of George begins with G, 

Itfellowcsin his thought that f am he, 

Thcfcas /learne,and (ueh like toy esas theft, 

Haue moued his highrjelfe to commit me now 
Glo Why. this it is when men are rulde by women,. 

Tis not the ^ing thatfendsyou to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wifejClarcncc tis fliec. 

That tempts him to this cxtermitic : 

Was itmot (lie and that good man ofworlhip 
Anthony wooduile her brother there, 

That made ham fend Lord Ha (lings to tbe tower* 
from whence this prcfeHt day he is dehucrcd ? 

/Fearc not fafe Clarence, w e are not Mr 
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of Richard the thirds 

rh RV heauen /thinkc there is no man feeurde 
Rufthc Quecncs kindrcd,and night-walklg Heralds, 

That ttuife betwixt the kmg and M.firelTc Shoarc: 

Heard yc not what an humble fuppl wne 
Lord Haftings was to her fofhisdcliucric.? 

Glo. Humble complaining to her dcitic, 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his hberric, 
lie tell you what, I thinke it is our way, 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and wcare her liucry. 

The ieaIou« orewetne widow and herfclfc, 

Since that our brother dnbd them gentlewomen, 

Are mightie goffips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I befeech your graces both to pardon tnc £ 

Hismaieftic hath firaigbtly giuen in charge, 

Thar no man (ball hjuepriuafc conference, 

Of what degree focucr with his brother. 

Glo Euen fo & plcafc your worfhip Brokenbury, 

You may- partake ofany thing wc fay : 

We fpca^c no treafon man, we fas the king 
Is wifeandvertuousi, and his noble Quecnc 
Well ftroo^einyeares,faire,and not icalous, 

Wcfay that Shores wife hath a pretic foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a faffing pleafing tongue: 
jnd that th< Quecnes kindred are made gentle fclkes: 

How fay you fir, can you deny all this ? 

Bra. With thts( my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do. 
C/fl.'Naught to do with Miftrdfc Shore. I tell thee fellow. 

He tltat doth naught with her, excepting one, 

Were belt he do it fccretly alone. 

2 SV 0 .What.one my Lord ? 

Glo. Her husband ky\i\ic y would flthou betray me ? 

Bro. I bcfecch your Grace to pardon me, and with all for- 
y 0 ur con ference with the noble Duke. ( bcase 

Cla%tV c know thy charge Brokenbury, and will obey, 

Glo. W e arc the Queencs Abicdls and mud obey", 
brother farewell, I willvnto the King, 

And whatfoeueryou will impioy me in, 

Jtfereitto call King Edwards widow filler. 







Tic Trsge<Jie 

T will per forme it to infranc hife you, 

Meanc time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood 
touches me deeper then you can imagine. ? 

CYa l knowit pleaieth neither otvs well 
Glo. We!!, your imprifonmeot flu!! not be Jon? 

ItviJJ deliucryou, erlieforyou, / g * 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cta. I mud preforce, farewell. Exit C/a 

Glo Go tread the path, that thou fl.ak nere return e 
Srmple p!atne Clarence, I do Joue thee Co, ’ 

Tbit I will ihortly fend thy fouJeto heauen 
Ifheauen will take the prefentat our hands: 

But who comes here, the new dehuered Haftines > 

Enter Lard Ha/hnof. 8 

Haft. Good 0 me of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
a o. As much vnto my good-Lord Chamberlaide- 
V chare you welcome to thisopen aire, 

H °* « ' &T Lord{h iP brookt topriOmment f 

BuflK Patl 7 CC i R0blc Lord ) as P loners mull; 

But I (hall hue my Lord togiue them thankes. 

That were the caufc of my imprifonmem, 

G o. No doubt,no doubt, and f® Hull Clarence too 
For thay that were yoar enemies are his, ’ 

Andhau fP rcU3,ld « much on him as you. 

wSff tbat thc Edg,c L niou,d b < mc ^ 

W J 1/ ,C „ and Buzirs P^y at Iibertie. 

Glo, What newes abroad } 

ThS NO f ° b 1 d abroad ^ as thls at home • 

And oucrmuch confuted his royal! perfon 
very grceuoHs to be thought vpon, 

What, is hein his bed? V 

Haft, He is. 

Glo. Goe you before, and I will follow you, Exit mt 

He cannot hue I hopc,andmud not die Y Exit 'H4 

Till George be packt with pod horfe vp to heauen 
he i nto vrge his hatred more toCl^nL 0 ° C<Ucn >_ 
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of Richard the third. 

With lyes well fleeldwith weightie arguments, 

And if I fade not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to line : 

Which donCjGod take King Edward to his mercy, 

And Ieaue the v orld forme to bulled in : 

For then lie marry Warwicks younged daughter. 

What though I kiid her husband and her rather, 

Thc readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father : 

The which wilJ I, not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecrct clofc intent, 

By marrying her which I mud reach vnto. 

Butyctlrun before my horfe to market : 

Clarence dill breathes, Edward dill liucs and raignes, 
When they arc gone, then mud I count my gaines. 

Enter Lady Anne , with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne. Set downe,fct do wnc your honourable Lord 
If honour maybe fhrowded in a hearfe 
Whiled I a while obiequioufly lament 
The vntimelyfall of vertuous Lancadcr. 

Poore kei-celd figure ©fa holy King, 

Pale allies of the heufcofLancader, 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 

Beitlawfull that I inuocate thy ghod, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, 

Wtfeto thy Edward,tothy fiaughtred fonne, 

Stabd by the felfcfame hands that made thefe holes s 
Loc,inthofc windowes that let foorth thy life, 

I powrethe hclpclelfc blame of my poore eyes. 

Curd bethc hand that made the farad holes. 

Curd be the heart that had the heart to do if, 

Morcdirefull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee s 
Then I can wifii to adders, fpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that hues. 

If euer he haue child, abortiuc be it, 

Prodigiousandvntimely brought to light s 

Whole vgly and vnnaturadafpeft 

May fright the hopeful! mother at the view. 



Exk. 











: i !• 






The Trigedie 

Ifeacr he haue wife, let her be made 
As mifcrablcby the death of him, 

As lam made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Game now towards Chertfey with your holy load 
Taken from Panics to be interred there t 
And ft ill as you arc a wearie of the waighr, 

Heftyou whiles I lament King Htenrtes coarlc. 

Enter Glofter, 

Glo. Stay you that bearcthe coarlc, and fettt doivne. 

La. W'hatblacke magician coniuresvp this fiend 

To flop denoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, Villaioe/etdowncthccoarfe,or by Saint Paul, 
lie make a coarlc of him that difobeyes. 

Gen. My Lord Hand backc and let the coffin patfe. 

Glo. Vnmanerd dog, (land thou when I Command; 
Aduancc thy Halbert higher then my bneft, 

Or by Saint Paul lie (trike thee to my foote, 

And fpurnevpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraidc l 
Alas, I blamcyounotforyouare mortal!. 

And mortal! eyes cannot endure the diuclf, 

Auant thou dread full miniltcr ofhell, 

Thou had ft but power oucr his mortallbodie, 

Mis foule thou canft not hauc,thcrcfore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saintforcharitic,be notfocurft. 

La. foule diuel,for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 
r or thou hart made the happic earth thy hell : 

Fild it with curling cries, and deepcexclaimcs, 

If thou delight to viewthy hainous deeds, 

B rhold this patternc of thy butc herics. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, lee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congcald mouths and bleed afrefli. 

Bluih, blufh, thou lumpc of foule dcformitic, 

For tis thy prefencethat exhales this blood 
From cold and cmptic vcynes w here no blood dwelt. 

Tay deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deludge mofl vnnaturall 

Oh God, which this blood madft, reumge his death: 

Oh carth which this blood drinkft,rcaenges his death 
a-thcr heauca with lightning ftri ‘ ‘ 





of Richard the third. 

Orearthgape open widc,andcatchim quicke, 
^sthoudoeft fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
f/hich his. Hel-goucrndarmc hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good for bad,bleffings for curfes, 

La. Fillannc,thou £nowft no law of God nor man: 

No bcaft fo fierce, but Unowcs fome touch of pittie. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore ant no bcaft. 

La.O h wondcrfull when dcuilsrell the truth. n 

Sit. More wonderful! when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafediume perfedionofs woman, 

Ofthefe fuppofed euilsto giue me leaue, 

By circumllancc but to acquite ray fclfe. 

La. Fouchfafcdefufcd infedion of a man. 

For rhtfc knownccuils,buttogiucmeleaue, 

By circumftancc to curfc thy curfcd felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me hauc 
Some patient lcifurcto cxcufe my fclfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nke thee, thou canfl make 
Noexcufc currant, but to hang thy fclfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpare/ fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. AnA by difparing fhouldft thou ftand cxcufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy fclfe, 

Which didcft t vn worthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, anddiuelifh llaueby thee, 

Glo. I did not^ill your husband. 

La. Why then he is aliuc. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flainc by Edwards hand* 

La. In thy foule throat thou lyeft. Quecne Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once didft bend againft herbreft, 

Hut that thy brother beat afidc the poy nt. 

Glo. I was prouo^ed by her llanderous to ngue 
W'hich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlcfte (boulders. 

La. Thou waft prouo^cd by thy bloodie minde. 

Which ncucr dreamt on ought:butbutchcryes. 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant yec. 
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TheTragfdie 

La. Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me-too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh hewasgentJc,milde,andvertuous. 

Cfto. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen,\vherethci)ilialtncuercome. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpefo fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. A nd thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place c!fe, if ye will heareme name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed chamber. 

La. Ill red betide the chamber where thou iieft. 

Glo. So will it Madame, ttli /lie with you. . 

La, /hopefo. 

Glo. / know ib, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleauethis kind incounterofcur wits-, 

And falifomewhatintoa flower methode:. 

Is not the caufer of the time-lellc deaths 
Ofthe'fc Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

AsJalaaief ull as the executioner? 

La. Thouart the caule.and me A accurft effect, 

Glo. Your beautie was the caufe of that cfFcdl. 

Tour beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all the world, 

So /might red that hourein your fweet bofome. 

La. if I thought thatj/telltbeehomicide, 

Thefe nailcsfhould rend that beautiefrom my cheekcs. 

Glo. Thefe eics coiildneucr endure fweet beauties wrack 
You liquid not blcmifli them if I dood by : 

As all the world is cheared by theSunne, 

So 1 by that, it is mv day, my life. 

La. Blac^night ouerlhade thy day, and death thy life. 

Glo. Curfe rjpt thy felfcfaire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would l wercto be reuengde on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel; mod ynnaturali. 

To be reuengde on him that loucth you. 

La. ft is a q iarrell iuftand reafonable, 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft-thec Lady of thy husband, 

Did it to hdpe thee to a better husband. 



of Richard the third. _ 

jr x Name ni m. 

^S^S'”K ) bmo„corb««rn.n,r t . 

La. f^hcie is hee ! sh(e <u lUet Uthim. 

Glo. Heere. y a 

trhy docO. thoufpit at n'-ec- , f*ke. 

L& . Would it were mortal! poyion ro. / 
ru Ncucr came poyfon from to flee ' ; 1 ■“ 

La. Neivrr hung poyfon on 

Out of o.y fish, . thou d«B 

f^K^^» ,Wk '* bWde * d * 

i: would X/y were,, tut > might dye at o.ncc. 

For now thy k'_ 11 j”“ “."haoedrawne falucarcs, 

“ y ,ch not *y Ups rih fcWor they were made 

For filing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

r^h-ch if thou pleafe to hide in this truebofome. 

And let the foulc forth that adoreth thee: 

I laic it na£ed to the. deadly flro^e: 

And humbly begihe death vpon my *ncc. 

May, do not pawle, twas / thatfeld your husband, 

But twas thy beautie that prouo^ed mee; 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild king Henry, - 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on : Here floe lets fall 

Take vp the fword againc,or take vp me. thejrvord. 

La . Arife di(Temblcr 3 though l wifti thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo Then bid me kill my felfc,and I will doe it, 
|r£*,lhauealreadie. 
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The Tragcdic 

Glo. T u(h, that was in the rage.- 
X* k . C j 8 K nC ^ d ? cn with word, 

G/*.Tis figured in my tongue. 

L *' 1 tea re me both are falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer man was true. 

La Well, well, put vp yourfword. 
Glo.Siy then my peace is made. 
Z^.That flulJyouknow hereafter. 

Glo. But J /hall hue in hope. 

L*. All men / hope hue fo, 

G/o. Vouch/afe to weare this ring 
La. To take is not to giue, 

S-sse?- 

ssaa— ■*,. 

i°f~ b«omcfo pSt;: ,oyc ' rac 

Tis mere then you deferue.- 
But hnee you reach me how to ffjrte r v 
imagine 1 hauefaid f»ewcjla| r «d""^ i( 



— 




10 









a&mm*** 

I 



of Richard the third . 1 

Glo. SirSjtakevpthecorfe. 

Ser. Towards Cbertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No : to White Fryers : there attend my comming. 
Wascuer woman in this humor woed i Exeunt. Manet Gle. 
fTaseuer woman in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her, but I will not keepe her long, 
ff'hat 1 that kild her husband and her father, 

To take her in her hearts txtream eft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, tcares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witncllc of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcicnce,and t helc barres againft me, 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But theplaineDiuell and didemblinglookcs, 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing.Hah 
Hath (he forgot alreadic that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I fome three months fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxbury l 
A fwceter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature : 

Yong, valiant, wile, and no doubt right royalf, 

The fpacious world cannot againcalFoord. 

And will ihcyctdebafchcrcyesonme, 

That cropt the golden prime of thisfweetc Prince, 

And made herwiddowtoaw-full bed i 
On me,whofcall notequals Edwards irioity, 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapcn thus? 

My dukedome to be a beggcrly denier, 

I do mi (lake my perlon all this while. 

Vpon my life (he finds, although I cannot 
My felfc,to be a maruailous proper roan. 

He be at charges for a Looking-glade, 

And entertainefome fcore ortwooftailors 
To ftudie falhions to adore my bodie. 

Since I am crept in fauour with my lelfe, 

I will maintaine it with a little cod. 

But firft lie turncyou fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shine out fairefunne, till I haue boughta glade, 

ThatHnay fee my lhadow at I palTe. Exit. 








TheTragedie 

Enter My eent > Lord Ritters and Gray. 

Ri Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieflie, 
Will foone recouer his accuftomcd health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it makes him worfe. 

Theref ore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words. 

Qu. If he were dead, what would betide of me ? 

Ri. Nootber harmebut Jolfeof luchaLerd. 

M*. The lolleoffucti-a Lordindiodesall'harmc. 

Gray. The beauens bane bleft you with a goodly forme. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

My. Ohheisyong,and hisrninoritte 
Is put vnto the mill of Ricb.Gloccfter, 

A man that loues hot roe, no# none of you. 

Ri. Is it concluded he (hall be Protector ? 

Jiht. It is dctermined,not concluded yet, 

But fo it muft be ifthe king mifearrie. Enter Back., Darby 

Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 

Bttc. Good time of day ynto yourroyall grace. 

Dar . Godmakeyourmaieftieioyfullas you hauebene. 

My- The CountdfcRiehmond good my Lord ofDarby 
To your good praiers will fcarcelvfay, Amen & 

Yet Darby, notwithftanding fbeesyour wife, 

And loues not me,be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

D ar. I bcleech you either not beleeue 
The enuious flaundersofheraccufers, 

Or if Hie be accufde in true report, 

Beare with her ueskefkfle, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward ficknelle,and no grounded malice. 

. Ri. Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbie l 

Dar. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from vditing his nruiefHe. 

My.. What likelihood of his amendment Lords ! 

Bur. Madame, good hops, his gracefpeakes chcarfully* 

My- God graunt him health, did you confer with him l 

Buc. Madame we did: Hedeiircstomakeactonenocnt 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloccfter and your brothers, 

And b-twixe them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 






ofRichardthethird. 

Andfcnt to warne them to his royall prcfcnce. 

g u vVouId all were well, but that will ncuer be. 

I fearc our happinelfe is at the higheft. Enter Gloceper. 

Glo. They doe me wrong, and I will not indure it. 

Who are they that complaints vnto the king ? 

That I forlooth am fkrne and loue them not : 

By holy Fault . hey loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with fuch diifentious rumors: 

Be'caufc I cannot flatter and fpeake faire, 

Smile in mensfaccs,fmooth,deceiuc,andcog, 

Duckewith French nods, and apifh couttefie, 

I muft be held a rankerous eneroie. 

Cannot a plaine manliueand thinke no harme. 

But thus in fimple truth muff beabufde 
By lilkcn (lie inlinuating lackes ? 

Ri. To whom in all this prcfcnce fpeakes your grace? 
Glo. To thee, that haft nor honeftie nor grace. 

When haue I injured thee, w hen done thee wrong, 

Or thee, or thee, or any of your fa&ion i 
A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
(Whom God preferuc better then yon would wifli) 

Cannot be quietfcarce a breathing while, 

Butyou mull trouble him with lewd complaints. 

My- Brother ofGiocefter,you miftakc the matter : 

The king of his owne roy.dldifpofirion, 

And nor prouok t by any futer clfe, 

Ay ming belike at yourantcriour hatred. 

Which in your outward actions fliewes itfelfe, 

Againft my kir.red, brother and my felfe: 

Makes him to fend that t hereby he may gather 
The ground your ill wii^and to retnouc it. 

Glo. I cannot teljjthcworJd.isgrownelb bad, 

That W rens may pi cy where Eagles dare not pearcb, 

Since euery lacke became a gentleman- 
There’s many a gentle petfon nadcalacke. 

My- C<^e,<»tne,tt’c know your meaning brctherGlo. 
You enuie mineadu incement and my friends, 

God grant we ncuer may haue need cfyou. 

Glo. Mcane time, God grant that we haue need of you, 
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The Tragedie 

Our brother is imptifoned by your mcanes, 

My fclfc difgraccd,and the Nobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 

Arc daily giuen to cnoble thole, 

Thacfcarcc fomc two daics lince were worth a noble. 

^u. By him that raifdc me to this carefull heighr. 
From that contented hap which I cnioycd, 

1 neucr did inccnfe his Maieftie 

Againft the Duke of Clarence, but haucbcenc 

An carneft aduocat to pleade for him. 

My Lord, you do melhamfulliniurie, 

Falfcly to draw me in thefe vile fufpeds. 

Glo. You may denic thatyou were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Hailing* late imprifonment. 

Reft. She may ny Lord. 

Glo. She may,L.R'uers,why who knowes not lo ? 

She may doc more fir then denying that : 

She may help you to many faire preferments, , 

And then denic her ayding hand therein, 

And laythofc honours on your high defirrts. 

What my (he not ? Ihe may, yea marrie may fhe. 

Ren. What marry may Ihe? 

Glo. What marry may Ihe ? marry with a King 
A batchelcr,a handfomc ftripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had worfer match. 

My L. of Glocefler,Ihaue too long borne 
Yourblunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcofFes, 

By hcauen I will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thole grolle taunts 1 oftenhauc endured. 

I had rather be a countrey feruant mayd. 

Then a great Queene with this condition. 

To be thus taunted, feorned, and baited at Enter 9 u 

Smal toy hauc I in being Englands Queene. Market 

* nd Icfncd bcfhat fmalJjGod Ibtfccch thee 
Thy honour, (late, and featc is due to me. 

Glo What ? threatyou me with telling of the King > 
Tell him and (pare not,l 0 okc whatl fayd, g * 

I ttfill auouch in prelence of the King : 

T/s time to fpeakc,my paincs are quite forgot. 






of Richard the third. 

0) H A far. Out diuel , /rememberf hem too well, 
Tiiouilcweli my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore lonneat Z'euxburie* _ 

Gb. Ere you were queene, yea or your husband king, 

I was a pack-horfe in. Ins great affaires . 

A weeder out ofhis proud aduerfaires, 

A liberal! rewarder of his friends.* 

Yoroyalize Ins blood lfpdc mine owne. 

<9«. Mar. 7ea, and much better blood, then his orthinc 
*010. In all which time,yoo and your husband Gray, 
yVctc factious for the houlcof Lancailer: 

And Riuers,lo were you. Was not your husband 
/n Margarets battale at Saint Albons llaine : 

Let me put in your minde, if yours forget 
^hat.you haue bene ere now, and what you are; \ 

^ithall, what / hauc bene, and what I am. 

Alar. A murthcrousvillaine,arid fo Hill thou art. : 
Glo. Poore Clarence did forfakc hisffather Warwick, 
Yeaand forfworc himfelfc ( which /efu pardon.) 

Q». Mar. /Fhich God reuenge. 

Glo. To fight on Edwards-partie for the crowne, 

And for his tneedc ( poore Lord ) he is mewed vp: 

/would toGod my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pittifull like mine, 

I am too chiidilhfoolifli for this world. 

gu. Mar. Hie thee to hell for (hacnc,and leaucthc world. 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is. 

Ri. My Lord of Gloceftcr in thole bulic daics, 

Which here you vrge to prouc v s enemies, 

W-'Cfollowcd then our Lord, our lawfull King, 

So fhould wc you,ifyou fliould be our king.' 

Glo. If /fliould be ?/had rather be a pedler, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

£>tt. N'ar, As little ioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
Toil lhould enioy,wcreyou this countries king. 

As little ioy may you’fuppofe in me, 

That I cnioy being the Queene thereof, 

Mar. A litlc ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof, 
> For i Utn fhe, aad altogether ioylclTc. 
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The Tragedie 

7 can no longer hold me patient. 

Hcare meyou wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In maring out that which you hauepild from me : 

Wiich ofyou trembles not that looke on me > 

If not, that / being Qucene, you bow like fubierts, 

Yet that by you dcpolde,ycu quake like rebels: 

J gentle viJlaine 5 do not turneaway. 

G!o. Foule wrinkled witch, what ma$ thou in my fight i 
<<5. M But repetition of what thou hart mard, ' 

That will I make, before I lettheegoe: 

A husband and a fonne thou owert to me , 

And thou a ^ingdorae, ali ofyou alleageance: 

The forrow that / haue, by right is yours* 

And alj the pleafures you vfurpe, is mine. 

T hc curfc m Y noble father laid on thee. 

When thou drdft crowne his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcomedrewftriuers from his eyes P P 
And then to dric them, gaud thc Dukea clout * 

Stecpt in thc blood of prettie Rutland t * 

His emfes then from bitternefle of Conk 

aga,nf i thee, are fallen vpon thee. 

And God,not we,hath plagudctby bloodic deed. 

S ° ,s . G ° d to ri ? 5 ht the innocent. 
.2°7 thefoufertdeedto flay thatbabe, 

And the moll mcrcileflTe thatcuer was heard of. 

n» T /v nU tbc , mrdacs wc Ptwhen it was reported. 

man but prophecicd reuengc for it. 
i t^berland then P refent,wept to fee it. 

What/were you fnarling all before /came 

Readictocatchcachotherbythethroar, ’ 

And turne you now your hatred all on me 

Did Yotkes dread curfc prcsailefo much withheaue, 

Th« Henries death, my frurly Edwards death, * 

The r kmgdomes loflc.my wofull ba 0 ifl imcnt 
Could all bur anfwere for that peeuifli brat ? * 

Can curfes pierce thc cloudes,and enter heauen ? 

W hy then g,ue way dull cloudes to my quickccutfes 
If not by warre, by Oirfet dicyout*ine r * “ 

As our by murder, to make him *£ n g ' 



of Richard the thirds 

Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince ofWales, 
for Edward ray fon, which was Princeof Wiles, 

Die in his youth, by like vntfmrly violence, 

Th y feife a Qucene, for me that was a QH«nc, 

Out liue rbygloric, like my wretched fclfee 
Long maift thou Iiuc to waile thy childrens ( J.Ie, 

^nd lee another, as /fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy g!orie,as thou art (laid in mine. 

Long die tby happie daies before thy death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greerc. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Qucene, 

Riucrs and Dorfet,you were (landers by. 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings,when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

Jhatnone ofyou may liue your natural I age, 
Butbyfomcvnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue donethy charme thou hatcfull withered hag. 

M. And ieaueout thec. f ftay dog, for thou (halt hear me, 
if heauen haue any greeuous plague in rtore. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wirti vpon thee : 

Oletthcm keepc it till thy finnesbe ripe, 

And* then hurlc downc their indignation 
On thee thc troublcr ofthc poore worlds peace: 

The wormc ofconfcience ftill begnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufpedl for tray tors while thou liueft, 

Andta^e deepe tray tors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe dole vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlcffc it be whilert fomc tormenting dreamc 
Affrights thee, with a hell of vgly diucls, 

Thou cluifti markt, abortiuc rooting hog, 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaac of nature, and the fonne of hell, 

Thou flaunderof thy mothers bcauic wombe, 

Thou loathed iiluc of thy fathers loynes, 

Thou rag of honour,thou dcteftcd,&c. 

Glo. Margaret. 

Richard. Glo. Ha. 

Q«. Ma. I call thee not. 

Glo. Then I crie thcc’mcrcie: for I had thought 

C z Thou 







If 



r r If ■ 









The Tragedie 

Thou hadflcald me all thefc bitter names. 

M*r. Why (o 1 did, but loo^t for no reply: 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. Tis done by me and ends in Margaret, (fejfc 

SZtt. Thus haueyou breathedyour curfe again!} your * 

JVit, M Poore painted Qaecnc,vaine flourifh of mv for. 
J^uy Ifrewlf thou fuger on that botlcd fpider-, ( tUnc . 

Who (e dead I y web in fnarerh thee about? 

Foole, foole, thou whetft a knife to kill tby fclfe, 

Tiic time will come when rhou Ihaltwii]) for me, 

To helpe theecurfe that poifoned bunchbackt toadc, 

H?(l Falfe bonding woman,end thy frannkccurfe, 

Lead to thy harmc thou moue our patience. 

/l/.FoiiIeflnwievoonyou,you haue oil mou’dminef 
Jii. Wereyou weii feru’d you would be taught your duty.. 
J2j. M. To ferue me well, you all Ihould do medutie, 
Teacii me to be your Qiieene,and you my fubeids; 

Oiferue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 

Dorf DiTpute net with her, (lie islunatique. 

M - Feacc mairter Marquette, you arc malapert, 

Your fire-new flampe of honour is fca rce curran t; 

O that your young nobil.tic eould iudge, 

J^hatt were to loofeit and be nufcrable? 

They that (land high, haue many blaftsto fliake them,. 

Ana if they fal I they dafh themfi. lues to peeces. 

Glo. Good coun cil marry, learne it, learne it Marques. 
Dorf. it touchcth y ou ( my Lord ) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high. 

Our aic ry buddeth in the Caedars top, & 

And dallies with the winde, and fcornes the funne. 

£& M. And turncs the funne to (hade, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne, now in the Ihade of death, 

Whofe bright outttiining bcames,rhy doudie wrath, 

Hath in eternal! darknelle foulded vp : 

Youraierie buildeth in our airiesneafh 
O God that feeft it, do not lufFcr it : 

As it was wopne with bloud, loll be itfo. 

Buck, Haue done for fliame if not for charitie. 

A'i. V rge neither cnaritic nor fhanie to roe, 



of Richard thethrid. 

Vnchuritably with me haue you dealt, 

And (hamcfully by you my hopes arc butchcrd, 

My charitie is outrage, life roy flume, 

And in my Ihamc ftillliue my forrowes rage. 

Buck- Haue done, 

ty.AUry. o princely Buckingham, I will kifife thy hand. 

In figne of league and amiiic with thee : 

Now fairc befall thee, and thy princely houfe, 

Thy garments are not fported with our bloud, 

. Nor thou within the compare of my curfe. 

Bucki Nor no one here, f or curfes neuer paffc 
The lips of thole that breath them in theayre. 

M ile not bcleeuc but they afeend the skic. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyonder dog, 

Looke when he fawncs,he bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their marfces on him, 

And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I refpe & my gracious Lord. 

QMar. Whatdoeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
And foothe tb e diuell that I warne thee from ? (fell,, 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he (hall fp 1 it thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a propheteffc : 

Line each ofyou the fubic&s of his hate, 

And he to you, and ail of you to Gods. Exit. 

Ha[l. Myhairedoth ftandon end to hcare her curfcs. 

Rtu. And fo doth mine, I wonder fheesatlibertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

£>u. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage ofthis wrong. 

1 was too hot to dofome body good, 

That is toocoldc in thinking ofitnow: , 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

Cj He 
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Botfmothcrcd it within my pamingbulke, 

Which a 1 mod bur ft to belch it in the iea. 

Brok. Awaktyounot with this foreagonie? 

CLr. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

0 then began the temped to my foule, 

Who pad (me thought) the melancholy floud, 

Witn that grim ferri man which Poets wr teof, 

V nto the kmgdomc of pcrpctuall night : 

The fir A that there did grecte tny dranger foule. 

Was my great father in Iaw,renowmed Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what (courge for periurie 
Canthisdarke monarchic afford fade Clarence ? 

And fo he vamflit: then came wandring by, 

A fbadow like an Angell,in bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud,and he (queaktout aloud, 

Clarence is come, fade, fleering, ptriurd Clarence, 

That dabd me in the field by Teuxburic : 

Seazcon him furies, take him to your torments, 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuironcd me about, and howled in mine cares, 

Such hidiouscrics,that with the verynoife, 

1 trembling,wakt,and fora feafon after, 

Could not bclceue but that I was in hell. 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame, 

Bro, No maruellfmy Lo.) though it affrighted you, ( 
Ipromifc you,f am afraid to heareyou tell it. 

CU. O Broken hurie,I haue done thofe things, 

Which now bearceuidenccagainft my foule. 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper day by me. 

My foule is hcauic,and 1 faine would fleepe. 

Brok- I will (my Lord) God giueyourGracegoodred, 

Sorrow breakes feafons, and repofing howers • # 

Makes 1 1 >c night morning, and the nooneride night. 
Prinbes haue b . t their titles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inward toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination, 

They often feclc a world of redldfe cares : 

So that betv ixtyour titles, and lo we names 



of Richard the third. 

There’s nothing difFcrn but rh, outward fame. 

inerc o The murtberers enter. 

Bra. \ e^re 1 b brjc f c then tedious, 

S £^^ont^no = 

Bra. /am in this commanded to deliucr 
The noble Du^e of Clarence to your hands, 

/will not reafon what is meant thereby 
Becaufe I will be guiltletTc ofthe ^ can,n S* . 

Heerc are the ^eyes, there fits the Du^e a fleepe . 

He to his Maieflie and ccrtific his Grace, 

That thus / haue refignd my place to you, 

Exe. Dofo,itisapoyntof/F.fcdome. 
i rrhatOiall wedab him as heflecpcs? 

1. No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
fallen he wakes. 

2. fFhen he wa^cs, . 

JV hy foolehefball neuerwa^e till the lodgement day. 

why then he will fay wc ftabd him deeping. 
z 7 “he'vrging of that word iudgetnent, hath bred 
A^inde ofremorfein me. 

1 rrhat, art thou afraid? . , , „ . 

a Notto£j 5 him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damnd 

For/Mling him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 

I. Bacieto the Du% ot Glofter,tell him lo. 

2.1 pray thee day a while,/ hope my ho:y humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tel. xx. 
i. How doed thou fcele thy fclfc now? . ■ * 

2 Faith fomccertaine dregs ofconfcience are yet witiun 

1. Remember our reward when the deed is done. 

2 . founds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 

1. Where is thy conscience now? 

2. Inthe DukeofGloders purfe. 

i, So when he opens his purfe togiue vs our reward, 

Thy confcicnce flies out. 

2. Let it goc,thcr’s fewe or none willenteraincit. _ 

i. How if it conic to thccagaine ? 
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*• He not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing} 

It makes a man a coward. A man cannot ftcale, 
Butitaccufejh him, he cannot tlcalc but it checks him t 
He cannot lye with his neighbours wife but it detefts 
Him, it is a blufliing lhamfaftfpirit that mutinies 
In a mans bofomc : it fils one full of oblhclcs, 

Jt made me once reftorc a piece of gold that /found. 

It beggers any man that keepcs it : it is turnd out ofall 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing^nd cucry 
Manthatmeanestoliue well, endeuours to trull 
To himfelfe,and to liue without it. 

1 Z#£ 4 ds,it is eucn nowat my elbow perfwadine me 
Nott t kill the Duke. 

i Tike the deoill in tny mindc,and belceue him not 
He would infliuate with thee to make fheefigh. 

i rut,I am ftr-ng in fraud, he cannot preuailc with me, 

1 warrant thee. 

2 Stood Iikca tall fellow that refpc&s his reputation. 

Come (lull we to thisgcare? 

1 Take him oner the coftard with the hilts of my fword 
And then we wil chop him in theMalmfey butin the next * 

2 Oh, excellent dcuice,makc a foppe of him. ( roomc: 

1 Harkc,he flirs, lhall I (trike ? 

2 No, fit ft lets reafon with him* cla. awaketb. 

C/a. where art thou Keeper, giue me a cup of wine. 

1 Tou fhall iiaue vvinccnough,my Lo.anon. 

C la. In Gods name, what art thou i 

2 A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not as I am, royal!. 

J Noryoiiasweare,loyall. 

C /a. Thy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes arc humble. 

2 My voycc is now the £ings, my looses mine ownc. 

C a. How darkely and how deadly dooft thou fpcake ? 

Tell me who are you ? wherefore come you hither ! 

Am. To, to, to, 

Cla. To murther me ? / m 

Cla. You fcarfely haue the hearts to tell mc*fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it, 

\\ herein my friends haue /offended you ? 



Richard the third. 

1 Offended vs you haue nor , but the King. 

Cla. /fhall be reconciid to him againe. 

2 Neuer my Lo. therefore prepare to die. 

C’a Are you cald forth from out a world of men 
To Hay the innocent? what is my offence? 
jyherc are the cuidence to accufc me? 

What lawfull queft haue giuen their verdid vp 
Vntotbe frowning iudgc,or whopronounc d 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, 

Before / be conufd by courfe of law? 

Tothcreatcnme with death is molt vnlawfuli: 
/charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chrifts dcare blood fticd for our greeuous uns 
That you depart and lay no hands on me, 

Thedeede you vnderrake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,we do vpon command* 

2 And he thathath commanded is theking. 

Cla. Erronious vallaile,the great King of Kings, 

Hath in his Tables of his Law commanded, 

That thou (halt doe no murther ; and wiltthou then 
Spume at his edid,and fulfill a mans? 

Tike heede,for he holdes vengeance in his hands, 
Toihurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

z And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee. 
For fa I fc forfwearing and for murder too ? 

Thou didft receiuet he holy Sacrament 
To fight in quatrcll of the heufe of Lancafter, 

1 And hkc atraitortothc name of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trccherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy foueraignesfonne. 

2 Whom thou wert fwornc to chcrifhand defend. 
i Howeanftthou vrge Gods.dreadfulI law tovs, 

W'hen thou haft broke it in fo deate degree ? 

C/a. Alas,for whofc fake did I that iildccd ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his fake : 
why firs, he fends ye not to murder me for this, 

For in this finoc he is as deepe as I. 

IfGod will bereuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrel! from his powerfull armc, 

P * 



10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 












230 240 










270 280 290 300 







TheTragedie 

He needs no indirect nor law full courlc? 

7"o cut offthofc that hauc offendedhim. 

i. Who made thee then a bloody minifter, 

When gallant fpring , braoe Planragcnet, 

That Princely Nouice was ftrookedead by thee? 

CU. My brothers louc,tne Deuill,and my rage. 

1. Thy brothers Ioue,thcdcuill,and thy fault? 

Hauc brought vs hithernow to murther thee. 

CU. Oh,ifyou louc brother, hate not me, 
lam his brother, and I louehim well : 

/fyou behirdefor need, go backcagainc. 

And / wili fend you to my brother Gloceftcr, 

Who will re ward you better for my life? 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

2 . You are decern’d, vour brother Glocefler hafcSyou. 
CU. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me deare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will. 

CU.Tc 11 him, when that our Princely father Yorkc 
Blcft histhrcefonncswith his vitftoriousarmc? 

And chargd vs from his foulc to lone each other 
He little thought of this diuidcd frcmdfliip, 

Bid Gloceftcr thinke of thisand he will wcepe. 

Am. I, milftones,as he It iTond vs to wcepe. 

Cla. O, do not Hander him for he is kinde, 
i. Right.asfnow in harueft, thou deceiutf thy felfe 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

CU. It cannot be; for when I parted with him, 

He hudg me in hisarmes,and fworc with fobs, 

That he would labour my deliucrie. 

i. Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee 
F rom ehisworlds thraldome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
i. Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord 
CU. Haft thou that holy fcelling in thy foule, 

To counfcll me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blind/ 

That thou wilt war with God for murdering me ? 

Ah firs confider he that let you on 
To do this dcedf,will hate you for this deede, 



of Richard thethrid. 

iPf'hat fiiall wedo? 
y da. Relent and faue your foule*. 

i Relent, tis cowardly and womanifli. 

CU Not to relent, is beaftly jfauigc, and diuclifli 
My friend, /fpic (oir.e pittic in thy lookes : 

oh /ft i*y <7 c bc not a flattcrcr > f 

Comc thou on tny tide and entreate for me ; 

A begging Prince, what begger pitties not ? v 

j i thus, and thus: if this will not ferue, Hefabshm. 
lie chop tnec in the malmefey But in the next roome. 

i a blood ie d -ede.and defperately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would I wafti my hand, 

Ofthis moft gncuous guiltie murder done. 

i Why doeft thou not help® me ? 

By heauens the Duke fhrll know how flacke thou art. 

z I would he knew that I had fitued his brother, 

Takcthou thefee,andtell him what Ifay, 

Fori repent me that the Duke is flunc. Exit. 

i So do not I,g©e cow ard as thou art : 

Now muft I hide his body in iome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for hisburiall : 

And when 1 hauc my meed I muft away, 

For this wil cur, and here I mull nor ftay. Exeunt. 

Enter ne, HaftUgs t RUers,&c. 

King. So, now I hauc done a good dayes worke, 

You pecres cont uucthis vnited league, 

Icucryday expe&an Embalfagc 

From m Redecn»cf,to redeco.e me hence : 

And now in peace my foule fliall part to heauen,. 

Since I hauc fet my friends at peace cn earth : 

Riuers and Haftings, ike each othei shand, 

DilTemble not your hatred, fwcare you: lour. 

Ri. By heauen my heart is purgdtrom grudging hate. 

And with my hand I (eale my true beans louc? 

Haft. So thriuc Iasi fweare the like. 

King. Take hcedyou dally not be foi e vour King, 

Leaft he that isthc fuprerr e King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden faUiiood > and award 
Either of you to be the othcis end. 

D } Haft 





. TheTragcdie. 

Hafl. So profper /,a$ I fwcare perfcd loue. 

Riu. And /,as /loue Haft ing9 with my heart.' 

Kin. Madam, your felfearc not exempt in this, 

Nor your Tonne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you. 

You hauc beenc fa&ious one again ft the other: 

Wife, lone Lord Ha(ling8,iet him kiffe your hand, 

And what you do, do it vtrfainedly : 

J£u. Here Haftmgs, I will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fothriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thuscnterchangeofjoue,Ihcreproteft, 

Vpon my part fhall be vnuiolable. 

Htt. And (o fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy cmbracemcnts to my wiucs allies, 

And make me happic in your vnidc. 

Sue. When cuer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you,or yours, but with ail dutiou3 loue 
Doth chcriihyou and yours, God punifh me 
With hateiin thofc where I exped moll loue, 

When 1 hauc mod neede to imploy a friend. 

And rrod a; Fared that he is a friend, 

Deepc, hollow, trechcrous, and full of guile 
Be he vnto me.This do I begge of God, 

When I am cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Kin. A plcafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

/sthis thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here. 

To make thepeifedl period of this peace. 

Enter Glocejhr. 

Bm. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to myfoucraigne king and queene. 
And princely pceres,a happietime of day. 

Km. Happie indeed, as we haue fpent the day : 

Brother, we haue done deedcsofcharitie : 

Made peace of enrrsitie,fairc loue of hate, 

Bctwecne thefe fuelling wrong inccnfcdPceres. 

Go. A bleifcd labour niofl (bucraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heape,if any here 
By falfc intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
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of Richard the third. 

Hold me a foc,ifIvnwittingIy or in my rage, 

Hauc ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to be at enmitic. 

/ hate it, and defire all good mens loue. 

Firil Madame, I inrreatpcace ofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious leruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufen Buckingham, 

/feuerany grudge were lod’gd bctwecne vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Riners, and Lord Gray ofvou. 

That all without defert hauc frowtid on me, 
Dukes-Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed of all : 

I do not know that Englifh mail aliur, 

With whom my foule is any iottcat oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

/thanke ray God for my humilitie. 

%u. A holy day fhall tin's be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all flrifes were well compounded,. 

My foucraigne liege I do bcfcech your Maieftic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame,hauc I offlrcd loue for this. 

To be thus fcorndc in this royall prelence f 
Wioknowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniuric tofeome his' coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowea he is 2 
£ 3 . All feeing heauen, what a world is this ? 

Bnc. Lookel fo pale Lord Dorfeft as the reft i 
Dor. I my good Lord, & no one in this prefen ce, 

But hisred colour hath forfookc his cheekes. 

Kin. Is Clarence dcad’the order was rcuerft. 






ThcTragedie 

Dor. A boone (my foucraigne) fer my feruice done, 
Kiu. I pray thee peace, my Toole is full of iorrow. 

Dar. I will not rile vnlclTc your highnellc graunt. 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundft? 
Dar. The forfeit (foueraigne) ofmy feruants life, 
Who flew to day a ryotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of NorfFolke. 

Ktn. Hauc/a tongue to doomc my brothers death. 
And lhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue ; 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And yet his punifhment was cruell death, 

Jf'ho fued to me for him? who in my rage, 

Kneeld at my fccteand bad mebeaduifdc? 

Who fpake of brother, hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forlakc 
The mightic warwickc,and did fight for me ? 
ff'ho told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 

/’Then Oxford had me do,vne>hc refeued me, 

And faid,dcarc brother,! ;ue and be a King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field? 

Frozen almofttodeath.howhcdid lappeme, 

Eucn in his ownc garments andgauchmiclfe 
All thin and naked to the numb col ! night? 

All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man pfyou 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waighting vaflailcs 
Hatie done a drunken (bught€r,and defac’d 
The precious Image of our deare Redeemer, 

You draightare on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

And l vniuftly too, mull graunt it you 
But for my brother, not a mail would fpeake. 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto my f ite, 

For hi m, poore foule : The proudeft ofyou all 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life. 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life : 

Oh God, I fearc thy iuftice will take holdc 

On me, and you,and mine, and yours for this. (Exit. 

Come HaflingSjhel pe me to my clofet.oh poore Clarence 



of Richard the third. 

£lo, This is the fruite ofrawncs : marktyounot 
How that the guiltic kiadred of the Quccne, 

Loo^f pale when they did hearc of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftillvnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Tor ke msb Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell tne good Granany s our father dead ? 

T)ut. No boy. (bread ? 

Boj. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
^ndcrie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne.? 

Girle. Why doyou lookc on vs and (hake your head ? 

And call vs wretches , Orphancs,cafta wayes, 

/f that our noble father be aliuc/ 

But. My prett/c Cofens, you mifta^ememueb, 

I do lament the fickncflc of the King : 

As loth to loofehim,notyour fathers death: 

Itwcte loft labour to weepeforone that** loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vnclcis too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efFed . 

But. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

Thu cannot gefle who caufdc your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: /or my good TTiclc Gloceftcr 
Tald me, the Xing prouoked by the Quccne, 

Deuif’d impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me lo he wept, 

And hugd me in hisarmc,and£jnd!y £ift my checkc. 

And bad me rclie on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childe. 

But, Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle (ha pcs, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 
is my fonne ,y ea and therein my ihame: 
from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

■^r.Thin^eyoumy Knclc did ditfemble, Granam? 
Oa/.IBoy. 

cannot thinkc it,harke, what noife is this ? 

E Tnt> t 
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The Tragedie 

Enter the Q. ueene, 

Q«. Whoy (hall hinder me to waile and weepe^ 

To chide 01 fortune, and torment my feifc ?•. 

Jlc ioyne with blackc difpairc again ft my feife, 

And to my feife become an cnemie. 

Dut. VVbat naeanes thisfeeane of rude impatience? 
J2». To make ana# of tragicke violence, 
Edward,. my Lord, your fonneour king is dead. 
Why grow the branches, now the roote is witbred? 
Why wither not the Ieayes,thcfap bcinggone.? 

If you will liuc, lament :if die, bebriefe : 

That our. Gvift winged foules may catch the kings 
Or like obedient fuhiefts , follow hin?,> 

To his new £jngdome of pcrpetuall reft. 

Due. A\y (o niuch intereft haue I in thy forrow,- 
Ai / had title in thy noble husband: 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

An& liu'd by lopping on his images. 

But now tiycwnirrors of his princely femblance. 

Arc crackt in peeces by malignantdeath. 

And /for comfort haue but onefalfe glarl?, 

^hieh greeues me when I fee my Giame in him# 
Thou a?ta widow, yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatcht my children fro mire armes, 
And pluekt two crutches from my feeble limnics, 

Edward and Clarence, Oh what.caufe haue I 

Then, being but moirie ofmy griefe, 

To ouergo thy plaiqts and drowne the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept net for our fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our k indreds teares? 

GW. Our fatherlellc di ftreftowas left vnraoand, 
Tour widpjwca-do'ours likewise be vnwept. 

T Giue me no helps in lamentation, 
j am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reducc-their currente to mine eies, 

1'hat 1 being gouemd by. the watry moane, 

Mayfend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne thewor/di 
Oh ‘ox my husbamd/or my hcjre Lo, Edward,. 



of Richard the third. 

a bo Oh for our father, for our dcare Lo. Clarence* 

•1 f Alas for both, both mineEdward and Clarence* - 

C) y What ftaie had I but Edward, and he is gone: 

Whit ftaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 

D # what ftaies had 1 but they, and they arc-gone? 

0 ), ( Was ncuer widow, had fo dearea lolfe. 
tns eucr Orphancs had a dearer Idle? 

' Due. ft '* seuer mother had a dearer lofte, 

Abs l am the mother of thefe moanes, 

Their woes are parceld mineare general!: 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do / : 

I for a Clarence weepe,fo doth not (he.* 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

! foran Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Powreall your teares, /a it) your forro wes nurfe, 

And /will pamper it with lamentations. Enftr G/ofler t 

Glo. Madam haue confort, all of vs haue caufe with others. 

To waile the dimming ofourlhining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harm*s by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do cry you mcrcie, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
/craueyour blefting. 

Dm. God blcife thee, and put moeknes in thy mindc, 
Loue,charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thatsthc butt end ofmy mothers blefting: 

I marucll why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Buck. Toil cloudy princes, and hartforrowing pceres, 

That beare this mutiuil heauie load of moanc. 

Now cheare each other, in each others Joue .* 

Though we hauefpentour harueft for this King, 

Weare to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour ofyour high fwolne hearts? 

But lately fplinted,^nit,and ioy nd together, 

Muft greatly be prefer.u’d,cberiftit,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that withGome little trainc, 
forthwith from Ludlow the yong prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

E z 









Thcfragfdie 

Olt» Then be it fo : and go we to determine 
V/ho they (hall be that ftraight (hail poll to Ludlow, 
Madame , and you my mother, will you go, 

To giuc your ccnfurcs in this waightiebufinefTe. 

An f- ^‘ th 3,1 our hearts Exeunt, mankt Qte. Buck 

Buck. My Lord, who eucr iourneyes to the Print* ) 

For Gods fake let not vs two bcbchindc: 

For by the way lie fort occadon, 

As index to the ftoric we lately ta!£t off, 

To part the (Taeenes preude kindred from the ATing, 
do. My Other fclfc, my counfels confiftoric, 

My O racle , my Prophet, my deare Cofcnt 
/ like a cbildc will go by thy diredion : 

Towards Ludlow then, for we will not (lay behind c.Exit. 
Enter two Citizens. 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fo faft i 

2 C*r. /promife you, / fcarccly know my felfc, 

J Heare you the. newes abroad/ 

2 1 that the King is dead. 

1 Bad newes birlady, feidome comes the better. 

I feare,/fearc, twill prooue a troublcfomc world.' Enter am* 

3 Or. Good morrow neighbours. thsrCit 

Doth this qcwcs holdofgood Kings Edwardsdeath? 

* M ° r ‘ j ma dlcrs lookc ta fee a troublous worlds 

« No, no , by Gods grace his fonne (hall raigne. 

3 to that land thats gouernd by a childc. 

2 In mm there is a hope ofgoucrnmcnt. 

Tnat in his nonage, counfell voder him , 

M nt V n u S / U , a ? d ” pcncd yccrcs h'mfclfe, 

No doubt Oiall then, and till then gouerne'wcll. 

i So flood the (late when Harry the fixt 

Was crownd at Paris, but at nine moneths olde. 

$ Stooa the (tafe fo£no good my friend not ifo 

For then this land was famouflyenticht * 

mth poll tike graue counfeii : then the King 
Had vertuous Vnclca to proted his Grace. 8 
z a So hath this, both by the fathcrand mother 

Or by the flh^ ^ C3mc by thc fathcr a 

Mby the father there were none at all; 



of Richard the third; 

for emulation now, who (hall be ncareft, 

Which touch vs all too ncarc if God preuent not* 

Oh full of danger is the Duke of GJocefter, 

And thc Queues kindred hautie and proude, 

And were they to be rulde,and not to rule, 

This fickly land might folacc as before. 
i Come,comc,wcfearcthewoor(l,aII lliall bewell. 
f When clouds appearc, wife men put on their cloakes. 
When great lcaues fall, thc winter is at hand : 

When the fun fets, who doth notlooke for night? 
Vntimcly (lormcs make men exped a dearth i 
All way be well : but ifGod fort it lo, 

Tis more then we defcrue,or I exped, 

i Trucly thcfoulesof men are full ofdrcad; 

Ye cannot almoft reafon witha man 
That lookes not heauily and full of (are. 

1 Before thc times ofehange, dill isitfo: 
Byadiuincinftindmcns mindcs miftruft 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe we lee, 

The waters fwell before a boy ftrousftormc : 

Butleaueit all to God : whither away ? 

2 Wc ate lent for to the Iuflicc. 

3 Andfo was I, lie beare you companie. Exeunt. 

Enter Cardinal/, Dutches of York*, Q***y*ng Yorkf. 

Car. Laftnight I heard they lay at Northhampton, 

At Stoni drat ford will they be tonight. 

To morrow or next day they will behere. 

But. I long with all my heart t® fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growne fincc la ft I faw him. 

£u. But I heare no, they fay my fonne of York® ' 

Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Tor. I mother, but I would nothaue itfo. 

Dut. Why my yong Coufin it is good to grow. 

Yor. Granara, one night as wc did ilt at flipper, 

My VncleRiucrstalkt how I did grow 

t° r i | f u Cn my brotbcr - 1 quoth my Vnclc Clo. 
mall hearbs hauc grace, great weeds grow apace : 

And fince me thinkes I would not grow fo faft, 
ecayfe fwectc flowers arc flow,and wecdcs make hafte. 

E 3 



mm 




10 



20 




lljll 

50 










160 







TheTragedie 

Dut. Good faith, good faith : the faying did not hold 
In him that did obietft the fame to thee : 

He was the wretched ft thing when he was yong, 

So long a growing and fo leifurely, 

That ifthis werearuie,hcfliou!d be gracious. 

Car. Why Madamc,ionodoubthe is. 

Dut. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers dcubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had bcene rcmembred 
I could haue giuen my Vncles Grace a flout, (tDj nc 

That fliould haue necrer toucht his growth then he did 

Dut. How my prcttie Yorke ? I pra> thee let me heareit. 

Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vncle grew fo fall, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres hold : 

Twas full two yeers ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a prcttie ieft. 

Dut. I pray thee prcttie Yorke, who told thee fo? 

Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

Dut. Why, flic was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. Iftwcrc not fhe,I cannot tell who told me. 

Jgu, A perilous boy : go too : you are too flirewd. 

Car. Good Madame be not angry with the child. 

JQu. Pitchers haue eares. Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Here comes your fonne,-L rd Marques Dorlef, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Dor. Such newes, my Lord, as grieues me to vnfold. 

J£u. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

Dut. What is the newes then ? 

Dor. Lord Riuers, and LordGray,arefenttoPomfrct, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

Dor. T he mightic Dukes, Glocefler and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence ? 

Dor. The fummeofall lean,! hauedifclofcd: 

Why,or for whattheie Nobles were committed, 
is all vnknowneto me, my gracious Lady. 

Ay me, I ice the do wnefall of our houie, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc .• 
infulting tyrannic begins to iet ? 



of Richard the third. 

Voon the innocent and lawlcfle throane : 

Welcome deftruftion, death and malTacrc. 

ifceasmaMappetheendofall. 

29##. Accurfed and vnquietwranglingdaic&j 
How many ofyou haue mineeyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get the crowne. 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft, 

For meto ioy and weepe theirgaineand lofle, 

And being featcd,and domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucrblown,thetnfelues the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfclues, blood againft blood 
Selfeagainft felfe,0 prepofterous 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned fplccnc, 

Or let me die to laoke on death no more. 

Come,come-,my boy, we will to San&uarie. 

Dut. He go along with you. 
gx. You haue no caufc. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie^go; 

Andthitherbeareyour treafarcand your goods. 

For my part,llc rciigxie vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I kcepe,and fo betide to me* 

As well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Comcjllccondudtyou to the fanftuarie. Exeunt. 

TheT rumfeis found. Enter jong Pr tnce, the Dukes of 

Gioceftr, and Buckingham, Cardinal/, &c. (ber. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London to your cham- 
Qlo. Welcome deare Cofcn my thoughts foucraignc. 

The wcarieway hath made you melancholies 
Prin. No Vnclejhutour.crofleson the way* 

Haue made it tedious, weariibme, and heauie s 
I want more Vncles hese to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntaintedvertueofyouryccrcSj 
Hath not yet diuedinto the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can you difl inguifla of aman. 

Then of his outward fliew, which God he knowes, 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofe Vncles which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended totheir fugred words, 

But looktnat ojuhepoyfon of their hearts; 

God id 
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The TrageeJie 

GoJ keepe yru from them, and from fuch falfc friends. 
Prin.God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were non 
GloMy Lor dj the MaiorofLondon comes to grcctcyou^ 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.G od blclTe your Grace,with health and happy dai« 
Pnn. I thankc you good my L. and thankc you all i *' 
I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long crethis haue met vs on the way : 

Ficjwhat a Dug is Halting* that he comes not 

To tell vs whether they win come or no. Enter L.Hh 

Buck. And in good rime heerecomes the fwcating Lord 

Prin. Welcome my Lord, what, will our mother come* ‘ 
Haft. On whatoccafion God he knowes notl; 
TheQuccnc your mother, and your brother Yorke 
r Haue taken Sanduaric : The tender Prince 

Would faine come with me to meetc your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indircdandpecuifhcourlc 
Is this of hers ? Lord Cardinal!, will your Grace 
Pcrfwadc the Qneenc they fend rhe Duke of Yorke 
V nto his princely brother prefen fly? 

If (he dcnie,Lord Ha flings go with them, 

And from her icalous armes pJuckc him perforce. 

^yL*°fBuckingham,ifmy wcakeoratoric 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke 
Anon exped him heere : but if ihe be obdurate * 

Tp-mildc entreaties, God forbid 
Ae ihould infringe the holy priuiledge 
' Ofblcfled Sanduaric : not for all this land, 

Would I be guiltieoffogreata finne. 

Buckj ^ oa arc to ° fcncelelle obflinate my Lord* 

T oo ceremonious and traditional!. 

Weighrit but with the grofencifcofthis age. 

You breakenot Sanduaric in feazing him : 

The benefit thcrcofis alwaies granted 
To thofe whofc dealings haue deferued the place, 

And tnoic who haue the wit to claime the place. 

\ This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued if. 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 



of Richard the third. 

Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor. charter there: 

Oft haue 1 heard of Sanduarie men, 

But Sanduaric children neucr till now. 

Car My Lord, you lhail ouerrule my mindc for once : 
Come on Lord Ballings , will you go with me ? 

, Haft. I go my Lord. Em Car & Haft. 

p,i. Good Lords make all the fpecdie halt you 
S 3 y Vncle Glocefter,ifour brother come, ( may. 
VVherelhallwcfoiourne till our Coronation? 

Glo. Where it rhinkfl beft vnto your roy all felfe: 

Ifl may counfel you fome day ot two, 

Your highnelfc (liall repofe you at the T over : 

Then where you plealc&lhaibc thought moll fit 
Forycur beft health and recreation. 

pri, l do not like the Tower of any place: 

Did Iulius Ctefcr build that place my Lord? 

Buck , He did , my gracious L. begin that place, 

Which fincefuccedingages haue reedified. 

prin. Is itvpon record, orcls reported 
Sucefliucly from age to age he built it? 

Buck Vpon record my gracious Lord. 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regiflred, 

Me thinkes the truth (hould liue from age to age, 

Astwcre retaildtoall podcritie, 

Euen tothe general! ending day. 

Glo. So wtfe,fo yong,thcy fay do neuer liue long: 

Prin. What fay you V ncle ? 

Glo. I fay, without Characters fame Hues long: 

Thus like the fcrmall vicc,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Prin. That Iulius Caelar was a famous man, 

With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit fet downc to make his valour liue : 

Death makes no conqucft of hisconquerour, 
for now he hues in fame,rhoughnotin life : 

Iletcli youwhatmy Coufen Buckinghatrr. 

. Buc^ What my gratious Lord i 
Prin. And ifl liue vnrill I be a man, 








TheTragedfc 

lie win our aunciene right in France againe. 

Or dye a fou Idler as Uiu'd a king. 

Glo. Short fommers lightly hauca fonvar<Hpring. 

Enter yong Torke.Huflin^s, Cardinal. 

Buc. Now in good time, here comes the Duke ofYorfcc, 
Erin, Rich, of Y’orkc,how fares our noble brother? 

Tor. Well my dcare Lord: fo mud I call you now. * 

Prin. I brother to our griefe as it is yours : 

Too late he dide that might hauc kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much roaiedic. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke ? 

Tor. I thankc you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You (aid that Idle weeds arc fad in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath out grownemefarre. 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Tor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my fairc coufen, l mud not (ay fo. 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foucraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

T I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlecoufen, with all my heart. 

Erin. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue. 

And being but a toy, which is no griefe to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,Ue giue my cofcn. 

Tor. A greater gi ft ? O that s the fword too it. 

Glo. I gcntIcccfcn,Wereitlightenough. 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with light gifts, 

In weightier things youlc fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weighticforyour grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it hcauicr. 

Glo. What would you hauc my weapon litle LorJ ? 

Tor. I would that I might thankc you asyou call me. 
Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorke will dill be erode in talke ; 

Vncle your grace knoweshow tobcare with him. 

Tor. You mcanc to bearc roc, not to beare with me : 
Vncle, my brother roockes both you and roe, 
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Brcaufc that I am litle like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you fliould beare roc on your (boulders. 

But With what a fliarpe prouided wit he rcafons, 
Tom irrigate the fcorne he giue his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfclfe : 

Soconning and fo youg is wonderful!. 

C/,.My Lo: wilt pleafe you patTc along? 

My fel'fe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mot her, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

T, r . What will you goc vnto the tower my Lord? 
prin. My Lord Protcftor will hauc it fo. 

Tor. I (hall not fieepe in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what fhould you fearc? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghod : 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there* 

Prin. I fcare no vncles dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue, I hope. 

And ifthey liuc,Ihopcl need not fcare. 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goc I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin. Tor.HuJl. D0rJm4net.Bich.Buc. 

Buc. Thinkcyou my Lo : this litle prating Yorke, 

Was not inccnfed by hisfubtile mother, 

To taunt andfeorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 
BoId,quickc, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them red .• Come hither Catesby, 

Thou art fworne as deeply toefferd what wc intend, 

As clofely to concealc what we i mpart . 

Thou knowedour rcafons vrgdcvpon the way: 

What thinked thou, is it not an eafic matter 
TomakcWilliamL. Hidings of our mindc, 

F or the indalment of this noble Duke, 

Inthefcate royallofchis famous lief 

He for his fathers fake fo loucs the Prince, 

That be will not be wonne to ought againll him. 

Buc, What chinked thou then of Stanley .wh - ' wil! he 
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Cat. He will do all in all as Haftings doth. 

Buck^ Well, then no more but this: 

Gagcntlc Catcsby,and asitwcrca farreoff, 

Sound Lord Hastings how he (lands afiefted 
Vnto our purpofc,If he be willing, 

Encourage him, and (hew him all ourreafons; 

If he be leaden, icic, cold, vmvilling, 

Be thou fo toorand fobrcakeoftyourtalke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow hold diuided counfels, 

Wherein thy felfeflialc highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord Wiliam, tell him Catcsby 
Hisancient knot ofdangerousaduerfaries 
Tomorrow are let blood at PomfretCaftlc, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Mi ArcAfc Shore, one gentle kilfc the more. 

Back. Good Catcsby effed: this bufinefle foundly. 

Cat. My good Lords bothswith all the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall we hearc from you Catesby ere we deeper 1 

Cat. You (hall my Lord. Exit Catch 

Glo. At Crosby place, there (liall you find vs both. 

Now my Lord , what (hall we do,ifwe pcrcciue 
William Lord Haftings will not yccld toourcomplots? 

Glo. Chop ofFhis head man, (ome what we will do, 

And lookc when I am King claimc thou of the 
The Earledomeof Hertordand thcmooueables, 
WhercoftheKingmy brother flood potfeft. 

£w > lIc daime that promife at your Graces hands. 

Glo. And Iooke to haue it yeelded with willingneire. 
Come let vs fup betimes, thatafterwards 
We may digefl our contplots in florae forme. Exeunt. 

'Enter amejfengerto Lord Haflms. 

A/ejf. What ho my Lord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doore? 

Mef. a meflenger from the L. Stanley. Enter L. Hfi 

Hafl. Whats a clocke? 

Me{. Vpon the ftrokc of floure. 

Had. Cannot thy maiftcrflccpc the teditous nights? 

MeJ. So it diould fleerne by that I hauc to lay: 
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Fi a ha commends him to your noble Lordflifp.' 
f fat An d then. Mef. And then he fends you word. 

He dreamt to night the Bcare had cafte his hclmc : 

Befides heflayes, there arc two counccls held, 

And that may be determind at the one, , 

Whieh may make you and him to rew at the other, 

Therefore he fends to know your Lorflnds pleaflure 
Ifprcfcntly you will take horfc with him, 

And with all fpeed port into the North, 

To (bun the danger that his foulc diuines. 

Hafl. Good fellow go^eturne vnto thy Lord: 

Bid him notfearetbe leparated councels: 

HisHonour and my flelfcare at the one, 

And at the other is my fleruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceed thattouchcth vs, 

Whereof I (hall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him his fcares are (hallow, wanting inflancic. 

And for his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond, 

Totruft the mockcric o( vnquict flumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the Boarc purfuc vs. 

Were to incenflc the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfluite where he did mcane no chafe. 

Go, bid thy raaftet rife and come to me, 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he (hall fee the Boare will vfc vs kindly. 

MeJ. My gracious Lord, He tell him what you (ay. Exit. 

Enter Catesby to L. Hafltnos. 

Cat . Many good morrow cs to my noble Lord. 

Hafl. Good morrow Catesby:you are early ftirring, 

What newes, what newes, in this our tottering ftatc. ? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lord, 

And /belccue twill neuer ftandvpright 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Rcalme. 

Hafl. Whofwearethc Garlandfdo eft thou mcane the 

Cat. I my good Lord. (Crowne? 

Hafl. He haue this crowncofmine,cutfrommy fhoulders 
Ere I will fee the Crowne fofoule mifplaftc: 

But canft thou gelfethathedothaymeatit? 

Cat. Vpon ray life my L. and hopes to findc you forward 
NS F. 3 Vpon 
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Vpon his party for the gainc thereof, 

Andtherevpon he fends you this good newes , 

That this (amc very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queenc mud die at Pomfref. 

Haft. Indeed lam no mourner for that newes, 
Becaulcthcy hauebeene dill mine enemies: 

But that He giuc my voy ce on Richards fide, 

To barrenly maiders heiresin truedifeent, 

God knowes ( will not do it to the death. 

Cat . God keepe your Lordlhip in tbatgracious minde. 

Haft. But I (hall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my Maiders hate, 

I Iiue to lookc vpon their tragedie : 

I tell the Catcsby. fat. What my Lord? 

Haft* Erea fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend fome packing, that yetthinkc not on it, 

Cat. Tisa vilcthing to die my gracious Lord 
When man arcvnprcpard,and lookc not for it. 

Haft. O mondrousjtnondrous , and fo fals it out 
With Riucrs, Faughan,Gray:and fo twill doo 
With fome men els, who thinke thcmfclues as life 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowdarc dearc 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account ofyou, 

For they account hia head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and lhaue wclldelcrucd i. 

Enter Lerd Stanley. 

What my L. where isyour Boare-fpcarc man? 

Fcare you the 2?oare and goc fo vnprouided? 

Stan. My L. good morrow .’good morrow Catesbyi 
You may icd on, but by the holy Roode, 

I do pot like thele feuerall counccls I. 

Haft, My L. I hold my life as dearc as you do yours. 

And ncucr in my life I do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I knorw our date iecurc, 

I would befo tryumphantas /am? 

Sta. The Lordaat Pomfret when they rode from London 
Were jocund, and fuppcfdc their dates wasfurc, 

And 
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And Indeed had no caufeto midrud : 

Sutyctyou fee how foone the day orecad, 

This fudden fcab of rancor I mifdoubt, 
pray God, / fay , l proue a needlclTc coward, 
j ut C omc my L Hull we to the Tower? 

Ha.. I go: but day , heare you not the newes? 

This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

# 4 . They for their truth might better weare their heads. 

Then fome that haue aecufde them weare their hat : 

$ uf come my L let vs a way. Exit L Standley , & Cat. 

Ha. Go you bcforc.Ilc follow prefently. 

Enter Haftinyt a P nr ft n ant. 

Haft. fEcll met Hadings,hcw goes the world with thee? 

Pnr. The better that it pleafe your good Lordlhip to ask. 

Haft [tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 

Then when /mctthsc lad where now wc mcetcs 
Then was / going prifoncr to the Tower, 

By thefuggedioti of the Qucencs allies: 

But now I tell thee ( keepe ittothyfclfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better date then eucr 1 was. 

Fur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Ha/.Gramercy Hadings,hold fpend thou that. 

He cities him his pttrfe. 

Pur. God faue your Lordlhip. Exit. Pnr. Enter aPrieft. 

Haft. What fir /ohn,you arc well met: 
lam beholding to you for your lad dayes exccilc: 

Come the next Sabboth,and l will content you. He whi/pern 
Enter Buckingham. (in his care. 

Hue. How now Lord Chamberlaine,what talking with a 
Yourfriendsat Pomfretthey dp need the Pried. (pried? 
Your Honour hath no fluiumg workc in hand. . 

Haft. Good faith, and when /met this holy man, 

Thofe men you talke of, came into my minde: 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord? 

Buc. I do, but long /(hall not day, 

/(ball rcturne before your Lordlhip thence. 

H*J ?.Tis like enough, for / day dinner there. 

Bttc. Aad fupper too, although thou knowft it not : 

Come 
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Co me (hall we goe along ? 

Enter Sir Richard Ratlife , with the Lard Ritters 
Gray , and /aHghan,prifoners. 

R^. Come bring forth the prifoncrs. 

Riut Sir Richard Rathffc , let me tell fhecthis: 

T o day (halt thou behold a lubied die, 

For truth, for dutie, and for loyaltie. 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack of you: 

A knot you arc of damned blood fuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret,Pomfret.Ohthoubloud)eprifon, 

Fatall and ominious to noble Pecre* : 

Within the guiltieclofurcof thy wallcs 
Richard the fecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more (launder to thy di/mall foule, 

VVegiuc thee vp our guiltlcffc bloudsto drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curie is falncvpon our heads, 

For (landing by, when Richard (labd her fonne. 

Rt. Then cutftflbcHallingSjthcn curd flic Buckingham, 

Then curd (lie Richard. Oh remember God* 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fi(ler,and her princely (onne : 

Be (atisfied deare God with our true bloucis, 

Which as thou knpweft vniuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your liues is out. 
Riu. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbracc 
And takeourlcaucjVntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to ceunfell. 

Ha/}. My Lordsat once, the caufe why wc are met, 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name (ay , when is this roya!J day ? 

Bhc. Are all things fitting for that royall time? 

Dar. It is, and let but nomination. 

Rifb. To morrow then , 1 guelfc a happie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protectors minde herein? 
Who is moll inward with the noble-Duke/ ( his mind. 

Ei Why you my Lo:.me thinks you Ihould fooneft know 
Bhc. Who I my Lord ? we kno w each others faces: 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I ofyours : nor I no more of his,then you ofmine, 
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Lord Hading*. you and hcarenearein loue. 

tiafl.J thanke his grace,/ know he Icucs me well; 

Bucfor'his purpofc in the coronation 
/haue not founded him, nor he dcliuercd 
His graces plcafure anyway therein : 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfc ilc giue my voice, 

Which / pre fume be will take in gentle part. 
gif j. Now in good time here comes the Duke him fclfc. 

Enter Glfier. 

G!o. My noble L and coufens all good morrow, 

/ hauc bene long a deeper, but now /hope 
My ibfcncc doth negled no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might hauc bene concluded. 

Bhc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Wiliam L. Hadings had now pronounll your parr : 

/tncane your voice for crowning of the king. 

G/o. Then my L. Hadings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lotdlhip knowes me well, and louci me well. 

Haft. I thanke your grace. | 

Glo. My LordofElie. 

Btftt. My Lord. 

Glo. ff'hen /was lad in Holborne, 

/fawegood ftrawberries in your garden there, 

/dobefecchyou fend for fomc of them. 

Bifh* /goe my Lord. 

Glo. Coufen Buckingham, a word with you? 

Catesby hath founded Hadings in our bufinclfe, 

And Andes the tedy gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofe his head are giue content, 

His maiftetsfonneas wordiipfullhe termes it, 

Shall loofe the royaltieof Englands throane. 

Bttc. Withdraw you hence my L. /Ie follow you. Ex - Git* 
Dar. m e haue not yet fet downc this day of triumph, 

To morrow in mine opinion is toofoonc: 

F-r / aiy (elfeamnot fo well prouided, 
sclfc/wouldbe were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Bifhop of Ell*. (berries. 

"'./FhcrcismyL. Protcdor ,/ hauc tent for thtfc ftraw- 

Hal ?. 
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Haft. His Grace lookes cheerfully andfmoothto day, 
Thcres fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 
/thinkethereis ncueraman inChriftendome, 

That can Idler hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraighr Hull you know his heart. 

D.ir. Whatofhis heart prccciue you in his face, 

By any likelihood he (hewed to day l 

Haft. Mary , that with no man here he is offended,. 

For if he were , he would haue (hewen it in his face, 

Da>\'l Pray God he be not , /fay. 

Enter Glofter. 

Glo. /pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do conlpire my death with diucllifh plots, 

Ofdamned witchcraft , and that haue preuaild 
Fpon my bodic withtheir hellifli charmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue /bearcyour Grace my Lord, 

M ik.es me moll forward in this noble pre fence, 

To doomc t he offenders whatfoeucr they be ; 

I fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

Glo. Then he your eyes the witndle of this ill. 

Sec how /am bewitcht , behold mine armc 

Is like a blaltedfapling withered vp. 

l/Yiis is that Edwards wife , that monffrous witch, 

Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet Shore, 

Z'hat by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Htfl. II they haue done this thing my gratious Lord, 

Gto. If, thou proteftcrof this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel !(l thou me ofiffirs / thouart a traitor. 

Off with his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

/ w i 1 1 n o t d : n e to day / fweare, 

Fhtill / fee the fame , fome fee it done ; 

7~ne reft that loue me ,come and follow me. Exeunt ,wMtt 

If,:. IV o wo for Englan d,not a whit for me : Ca.with Haft. 
For / too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did dreametheboare did race his helme, 

B it / difdaind it , and did fcorne to flic, 

rhree times to day my footecloth horfc did Humble, 

And ffartled when heJooktvpon die Tower, 
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a. loth tobeare roc to the (laughter- houfe. 
nh now I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuanf, 

As twere triumphing st mine enemies, 

How they at Pomirct bloodily were burcherd, 

A l dl my felfcfecurc in graceand fauonr : 

Oh Margaret 3 Margarct : now thy hcauie curfe 
Is lighted on poore Hidings wretched head. 

Cat Difparch my Lord, the Duke would be. at dinner: 

Make a (bort (lirifr.hc longs to (ee your head. 

fj tl a O momentary (late of worldly men, 

Which wc more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen: / 

;yho builds his hopes in aire of your faire lookes, / 

Liucs like a drunken Sayler on aroaft, L 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels ofthe deepe. 

Come leade me to the b!ocke,bearc him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that fliortly (ball be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofter and Buckingham in armour. 

Clo. Come cofcn, canft thou quake & change tny colour f 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and ftop againe, 

As ifthou wertdi draught and road with terror. 

Sue. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backc,and prie on euery fide : 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftiy lookes 
Arcatmyferuicelikeinforccdfmilcs, 

And both arc readic in their offices 
Tograce my ftratagems. Enter Maior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Sue. Lctmealonetocntcrtaine him. LordMaiofc 
Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Sue. The reafon wc haue fent for you. 

Glo. Catesbyouerlookethewallcs. 

Sue. Harke,Ihcarcadrumrae. 

Glo . Looke backe, defend thee, here are enemies^ 

But. God and our innoccncie defend vs. 

Glo, O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G 2 Enter 
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Enter Catesbyreith Haftings head. 

Cat . Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnlufpedcd Haftings. 

Glo. So deare 1 lou'd the man, that /mutt weepr 
/ tookc him fox the plained harmclclle man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriflian; 

Lookeyc my Lord Maior : 

I made him my booke wherein my foulerccorded 
The Hiftoricofall herfecret thoughts : 

So Imooth he daub'd his vice with fhew of vertue 
That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

1 meane his conucrfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufped:. ( trait 

W ell, well, he was the couertft fheitred 
That cuer liu'd ,wouId you haue imagined, 

Or almoft oelceue, werr nor by great preferuatir 
We liuetotellir you ?The lubtile traitor 
Had, this day plotted in thecounlell houfe, 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloccfter. 

Mayor. What , had he fo? 

G:o. What thinke ye we arc Turks or Infidels, 
Oithatwc would again (t thccoutfe of Law, 

Proceed thus rafiily to the villaines death, 

But that theextreame peril! ofthecafe, 

The peaceof England ,and our perfons fafetic 
Infortt vs to this execution.? 

Ma. Now fairc befall yob,hc delcrued his death, 
And you my good L. both, haue well proceeded, 

To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts : 

I neuer looktfor better at his hands, 

After die once fell in with MiilretTe Shore. 

Cio. Yet had not we determined he lliould die, 
Fntill your Lordfiup came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing halleof thefe our friends 
Some what again! our meaning haueperuented, 
ecaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
i he traitor fp ake , and timeroufiy confciTc 
The manner, and the purpofe of his treafon. 

That you minght well haue figniScd the fame 
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Vnto the Cittizens,who happily may 
M iconller vs in him, and waylehis death. 

Ma- My good L. your Graces word ihall ferue, 

As well as l had fecne or heard him fpeake: 

And doubt you not right noble Princes both, 

Bu: ilc acquaint your dutious Citizens 
V^th all your iutt proceedings in this caufe. 

Gle. And to that end we wiihtyourLordfhip 
To auoid the carping fenfures of the world, (here, 

Bttc. But finc<? you came too late of our intents. 

Yet witnelle what wedid intend, and fo my Lord aduc. 

Glo. After, after, Coulen Buckingham. Exit Maior . 

The Maior towards Guild-hall flies him in all port, 

Thereat your meet ttaduantageofthe time, 

Infcrrethe bafterdy of Edwards children ; 

Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for lay fug he would make his fonne 
, He re to the Crownc,mt#ning (indeed) his houle, 

Which by the figne thereof was tearmed lo. 

Morcouer,vrgc his hatcfullluxurie. 

And hcftiall appetite in change of lull, 

Which Itretched to their feruants, daughters, wince, 

Euen where hislullfull eye, or fauige heart, 

W'ithcuf controll Idled to make his prey t 
Nay fora need thus farrecome necrc my pcr/on, 

Tell them, w hen that my mother went with child 
Of that vnfa tiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My Princely father ti cn had waires in France, 

And by iuft computation of the tune, 

Found,thatthci(iuc was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his dreanicnts, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father : 

But touch this fparmglv as it were farreoff, 

Bccaofe you know my Lord,mv brother lines. 

Bw. Fcarenot,my Lord, He play the Orator, 

Asifthe golden feefor which I plcade 

Were for myfeife. 

G/«. If you thriue well,bring them to Baynards Cattle, 
Where you Hull findc ax well accompanied 
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frith rcuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops. 

fine. About three or fourca cloekclcokctoheare 
J^'hat'hewcsGuild hallaffordeth and fomy Lord farwell. 

Glo. N : ow will I in to take fome priuie order ( £. v , g uc 
To draw the Brats ofClarence cut of light, 

And to giuc notice that no manner of per Ion 
At any time haue recourfe vntothe Princes. £ VtA 

Entry a Scrinentr n ith e paper in hu hand. 

This is thelndidhnentofthc good Lord Hillings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely is cngrolfd, 

That it may he this day read oucr in Pauls : 

And nurkc how well tire fcqucll hangs together? 

Eleuen houres I (pent to write it ouer. 

For yefternight by Catcsby v as it brought me, 

The prclident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe-fiue houres liued Lord Hidings, 
VntaintcdjVncxamined : free,atlibertie : 

Here's a good world the while, f^hy who'sfogrofle 
That fees not this palpable deuicc ? 

Yet who fo blind but fayes heftes it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 
f^’hen fuch bad dealing tnutf be fccne in thought. Exit, 
Enter G locefler at one a acre, B uckingham at another, 

Glo. How now my Lord what fay the Citizens? 
fine. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizencs are nnimme,and fpeake not a word. 

Glo. Toucht you the Baflardy of Edwards children? 
fine. I didtwiththeinfatiategrecdinclTcofhisdcfircs, 

His tyranny for trifles: his owne baflardy, 

As being got, your father then in France : 

JTithail I didinferreyouriienaments, 

Being the right Idea of your father. 

Both iri one fornre and noblenellc of mindc : 

Layd open all your victories in Scotland ; 

Your Difciplinc in warre,wifedome in peace : 

Your bountie,vcrtue,fairc humilitic; 

Indeedleft nothing fitting for the purpofc 
V ntouch’t,or fiieghtly handled in difeourfe ; 

And when my Oratoricgrcw to end. 
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- of Richard the third. 

T Sal them that Ioucs their Countries good, 

CryGodfaue Richard, Englandsroyall King 
Glo A, and did they fo ? 
fine. NofoGodhclperne, 

But |ikc dumbe flatucs or breathlclle flones, 

Gaz Je «ch on otherand lookt deadly pale: 

^hich when I faw,l reprehended them : (fence ? 

And jskt the Mayor what meant this wilfull (l- 
Hisanfwerc was, the people were not wont 
To be fpokc too, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my taleagainc: 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke interd t 
But nothing fpake in warrant from himfclfc : 
rrhen he had done, fome followers of mincowne 
At the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 

And fome ten voycescryed,Godfauc King Richard: 

Thankcs louing Citizens and friends quothl, 

This generall applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedomeand yourloues to Richard : 

And fo brake ofFand came away. 

Glo. JfTiat tonguelclTe blocks were they, would tney not 
fine. No by my troth my Lord. (fpeake I 

Glo. #111 not the Mayor then, and his brethren come? 
fine. TncMaioris hecrc : and intend fome fcarc, 

Be not fpoken withall,but with mightic fute : 

And looke you get a prayer bookc in your hand, 

And (land betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

Foron that ground lie build a holy dcfcant : 

Be not eafit wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no, bur take it. 

Glo. Feare not mc,ifthou can ft pleadc as well for them, 

As I can fay nay to thee for my fclfe, 

No doubt wcclc bring it to a happy ilTuc. 

fine. You lhal fee what T can do, get you vp to the leads. Ex* 
Now my Lord Mayor, l dance attendance here, 

I thinkethe Duke will not be fpoken withall. Enter Catcsby. 
Here comes his feruant : hoav now Catcsby, what fayes he ■ 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 
To vifit him to morrow, or next day : 
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The Tragcdie 

He is within with two rcuercnd Fathers, 

Diuincly bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly iutc would he be mou*d, 

To draw him from his hoi/exerofe. 

B tec. Return? good ^arcsby to thy Lord again, 

Tell him my lclfe,thc Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe defignes and matters of great moment, 

No Idle importing then ourgcncrail good, 

Are come to hauelome coferencc with his grace. 

Cat, Ilctellhim what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Lord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is nor lulling on a leaud day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dallying withabraceofCurtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe D uines: 

Not Ike ping to ingrolTc his idle body, 

But praying to inrich his watchful I foule, 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on himfclfc thefoucraigntic thereon, 

But litre I fcarewe Ihall neuerwinne him to it. 

Mai. Marry God forbid h is grace lliould fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesbj. 

Buc. I feare he will, how now Catesby, 

What fay es your Lord l 

Cat. My Lord he wonders to what end you haucaflcmbkd 
Such troupes of Citizens to fpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before: 

My Lord, he fcarcs you meaneno good to him. 

Buc. Sory I am my noble coulen ihouid 
Sufpcd me that I meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfeft loue to him, 

tu u) CC m ? r , c rcturncand «dl *>«'* grace: Exit Cates fo 

when holy and dcuout religious men, 

Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence. 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich. and two Bifops aloft. 

^?wr. Sec where he Hands betweene two Clergimen. 

Buc. Two props ofvertue for a ChriHian Prince: 

To day him from the fall of vanit/e, 

[Fatnou 



of Richard the third. 

Famous Plantagcnet,moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourablc earcs to my requeft, 

A nd pardon vs the interruption 

Ofihy deuotion and right Chrilhan zeale. 

Glo My Lord, there needs no fuch apologie, 

I rather do bcfcech you pardon me, 

Whcearneft in thefcruiceofmy God, 

Mcglefl the vifitation of my friends : 

But leaning this, what is your Graces pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that 1 hope which pleafet h God aboue, 

And all* good men of this vngoue rnd lie. 

Gh . I do fufped , I hauc done fome offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes, 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buc, YouhauemyLord : would it pleale your Grace 
At our entreaties to amend that fault. 

( 7 /o.Elfcwhcrfore breath I in aChriftian land? 

5w.Then know it is your fault that you refigne 
The fupreame Seate,the Throne roaicflicall, 

The Sceptred office of your Aunceftors, 

Thclineall glory ofyourroyallHoufe, 

To the corruption of a blcmiffit ftocke : 

Whiled in the mildenclTc ofyour fleepie thoughts. 

Which here we waken toyour Countryes good: 

This noble He doth want his proper Iimbes, 

Her face dcfac’t with fears of infamie, 

Andalmoll Ihouldred in this (wallowing gulph, 

Ofblind forgctfulnelfe and darkc obliuion: 

Which to recure we heartily folicite 

Your Gracious fclfc to take on you the foueraigntie thereof. 

Not as Protcftor , St weward , Subftitutc, 

Nor lowly Fadtorforan others gainc ? 

Butasfucceffiuely from blood to blood, 

Your right ofbirth ,your Erwperie,your owne : 

For this conferred with the Citizens, 

YcurworlhipfuII and very louing freinds, 

Ana by their vehement inlligation, 
n ffiisiuft fute come I to moue vou 









fute conic I to moue your Grace. 
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FfaelTragcdie 

Glo. I knownot whither to depart in filence, 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Bert fitteth my degree or your condition: 

Your loue deferues my thankes , but my defert 
Vmneritable (hunnes your high requed, 

Firll if ail obdacles were cut away. 

And that my path were cucn to the crowne. 

As my right rcuenew and due by birth, 

Yet To much is my pouertie offpirit, 

So mightie and fo many my defers, 

As 1 had rather hide me from my greatnelle, 

Being a B.irkc to brooke no mightie fea, 

Then in my greatneire couetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered: 

•Sut God be thanked theres no need for me, 

And much 1 need tohelpcyou if need were. 

The royail tree hath left vs royall fruite, 

Which mellowed by the dealing houres of time, 

Will well become the fcate of maieflie- 
And make no doubt vs happic by bis raigne, 

OnhimI lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune ofhishappie (larres. 

Which God defend that I (liould wring from him. 1 
Buc. My Lord, this argues confcienc^ i iyourgrcce> 

But the refpcdls thcrcofare nice and triuiall, 

All circum fiances well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers lonnc?. 

So fay we too , but not by Ed wards wife : 

For firfl he was cor, trad:' to Lady Lucy^ 

Your mother hues , a witndfe to that vow, 

And afterward by fubflitutebetrothed 
To Bam , (after to the king of France,. 

Thcfe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-craz J mother of many children, 

A bcauty-waininganddiflrdled widowe,. 

Euen in the afternoonc ofher bed dayes, 

Made prife and purchale of his Juflfull eye, 

Seduc t the pitch and height of all his thought?, , 

To 
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po bafedeclcnfion and loathd bigamie, ’ . 

Byhct in his vnlawfull bed he got, 

This E4#*rd, whom our maners terme the prince ; 

More bitterly could lexpollulate, 

Sane that for reuerence to fome aliue 
I gmeafparing limit ro my tongue: 

Then good ny Lord , take to your royall leife. 

This proffc red benefit ofdigniric? 

If not to blelfc vs and the land withal J, 

Vet to draw outyour royall docke, 
from the corruption of abufing rime, 

Vhtoalineall true deriued courfe, 

Man Do good my Lord , your citizens entreat you, 

Cat. O make them ioy full , grant their lawful! fute. 

Glo. Alas, why would you heape thofc cares on me, 
Iamvnfitfor date and dignirie: 

I do btfeechyou take it not amide, 

I cannot , nor I will not y celd to you. 

Buc. Ifyourefufeitas in loue and zeale, 

Loth todepofc the childeyour brothers fonne, 

As well we know your tenderncirc of heart, 

And gentle kind effem inatc remorfe, 

Which we bane noted in you toy our kin, 

And egally indeed to all edates, 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no, 

Your brothersjfonnc ftiall ncuer raigne our king, 

But wc will plant fome other in the throne. 

To thedifgrace and downfall ofyour heufe : 

And in this refolution here we Ieaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds lie intreat no more. 

Glo. 0 do not fwcarc my Lord of Buckingham, 

Cat. Call them again, my L. and accept their fute. 

-'(w. Do, good my Lord,leadalltheJanddorew it. 

G \\°' ^ 7 ° u * < * Y° u cn force me to a world ofcare. ? 

Well, call them again, I am not made of dones, 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 

Ibeit again!} my confcicnce and my foulc, 

0cn °‘ Buckingham, and you Cage grauemen, 
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ThcTragedic 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To bcare the burthen whether I will or no, 

I muft haue pacience to endure the loadc, 

But if blackefcandaleorfo foulefac’t reproach 
Attend thefequell ofyour impoiition. 

Your mcere inforcement (liali acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof. 

For God he knowes , and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defirc thereof. 

May. God blcflc your Grace, we fee it, and will lay it. 

Glo. In faying foyou ihall but fay the truth. 

Bmc. Then I faluteyou with this kingly Title : 

Long liue King zc^nf ; Eng!ands royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Bhc. To morrow will it pleafeyou to be crown’d? 

Glo. Euen when you wiiljfincc you will haue it fo. 

Bhc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace. 

Glo. Come, let vs to our holy taskeagaitie; 

Farewell good Coufen , farewell gentle freinds. Emm, 
Enter Queene mother Dutchefe ofTorke^Marejuet 
Dorfet at one doore , Dutchefe ofGlocefier 
at another doore. 

Tut. Who meets vs hcere,my Necce Planta genet ? 

Sifter well met, whither away fo faft? 

Out. Glo. No farther then the T ower,and as I guefle, 
Vpon thelike dcuotionas yourfeiues. 

To gratulate the tender Princes there. 

On- Kind lifter thanks ,wecle enteral! togithcr. 

Enter t he Lieut enant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 

M. Licutehant,pray you by your Ieauc, 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health:butby yourleaue, vY , 

I may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

Zhe King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 

The King? why, who's that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,/ meanc the Lord Protestor. 

£u. The Lord protedhim from that Kingly title: 

Hath he fet bounds betwixt their Iouc and me : 



of Richard the third. 

their mother, who Ihould keepe me from them ? 

T m their father, mother, and will lecthcm. 

li dm Glo- Their Aunt /am in la w,inloue their mother: 

Then feare notthou./le bcarcthy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my perill. 

Lieu /dobefeech your Graces all to pardon me: 

/am bound by oath,/ may not do it. 

1 Enter LordStandly. 

Stan. Let me but meste you Ladies at an hourc hence, 
And lie falutc your Grace of Yorke,as mother : 

Andrcuercnt looker on, of two faire Quecnes. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Wcftminfter, 
There to be crowned Richards reyall Queene. 

G)„, o cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
Mayhaue fome fcope to beatc,or elfc I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

Dor. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
gL. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and deftrudion dogge thee at the heeles, 

Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 

If thou wiltoutftrip death, goe erode the fcas, 

And line with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this (laughter houfe, 

Lcaft thou incrcafe the number ofthe dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfc, 

Nor mother, wife, nor EngUnds counted Queene, 

Stan. Full ofwife care is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time, 

You fliall haue letters from me to my fonne. 

To mcetc you on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Yor. Oill difpearfing windeofmiferie, 

0 my accutfed wombe.the bed of death, 

A Cocatricc haft thou hatcht to the world, 

W'hofc vnauoydcd eye is murtberous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all fnfte was fent for. 

T>uch. And/in all ynwillingnclfe will goe, 

1 would to God that the idcluftue verge 

Of golden mcttall that muft round my browc, 
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The Tragedie 

Were red liotte Aeele to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me with deadly poy (on, 

And die, ere men can fay,Godfauc the Queene. 

fh?.. Alas poorcfoulcjlcnuie not thy glory, 

To (cede my humor, wifli thy Iclfe r.o harme. 

Dut.GIo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as l followed Henries cowrie, 

When fcarcc the blood was well waihtffom his hands 
Which illlied from my other angel huiband, 

And that dead faint,which then I weeping followed, . 
0,when 1 fay,l loolu on Richards face, 

This was my with, be thou quoth I accurft, 

For making mefoyong,foolda widow. 

And when thou w«fft,lct lot row haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo baddc 
Asmiferablcby the death of thee, 

Asthouhaft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curie againc, 

Euen in Co fhort a fpace,my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

And prou’d thcfubiedls of my ownefoulcscurfe, 

Which eucr fincebath kept my eyes from flecpe, 

For neucr yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I cnioycd the golden deawof flecpe, 

But haue bene waked by his timerousdreames, 

Btfidcs,hc hates me for my father VVarwicke, 

And will fhortly be rid of me. 

£>u. Alaspoorcfoule,! pittir thy complaints. 

Dtft.Gla. No more the from my foulc I mournc for yours. 
^5 Farewell, thou wofull wclcomcr of gloric. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou takft thy leaue of if. 

Du Tor . Go thou to Richm 6 d,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanduaric,good thoughts poirefle thee, 

I to ray grauc where peace and reft he with me, 

Eightie olde ycares offorrow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke ofteene. 

Tin 
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The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Cate s by, with other Nobles . 

Kino. Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue rite thy hand : 'Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice 
And thy abidance is King Richard fcated s- 
But (ball we weare thefe honours for a day i 
Or dull they laft.and we reioyce in them ? 

Buc. Still liuc they, and for cuer may they luff. 

Kin.Ri. Q Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Tong Edward hues : thinke now what I would fay. 

Buc. Say otrmy gratiousfoueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you are my thriccrenowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am i King ?tis fo,but Edward liuc*. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

That Edward flill Ihould liuc true noble Prince^ 

Cofcn, thou wert not wont to befo dull : 

Shall I be piainc 1 1 with the baftards dead, 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

What fail! thou ? fpeake fuddcnly,bc briefe. 

Bu c . Tour Grace may do your plcafure. 

King. Tutjtut,thouartalIycc,thykindnc(Tc freezeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they (ball die ? 

Bus. Giue me fome breath, fome litlc paufc my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : 

Iwill rcfoluc your Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. 

Kmg. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vnrcfpcCTiue boyes,nonc are for me 
That lookeinto me with confideratecycs : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circunifpedL 

Boy. Lord. 

Kmg, Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
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Would temptvntoa clofc exploit of death. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whofc bumble meancs match not his haughtic minde, 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King* What is his name ? 

Boy. His name my Lord,isTirrcH. 

King. Goe call him hither prcfently. 
Thcdeepcreuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliall be the neighbour to my counfcll. 

Hath hefo long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath ? 

Ente Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Bar. My Lord, l hearethe Marque ffeDorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickcand Jiketodie, 

I will take order for her keeping dole : 

Enquire me cfat fomc meane boi nc Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolilb,and I fearc nor him : 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giucout 
That Anne my wife is licke and like to die. 

About it, for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to m y brothers daughter, 

Orelfe my kingdomc ftands on brittle glaiTe, 

Murthcr her brothers, and then marry her, 
Vncertaincway ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin pluckc on fln, 

Teare falling pittiedwcls not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy namcTirrell? 

Tir. lames T irrel,and your mod obedient fubied. 
King. Artthou indeed ? 
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T ... proueme my gracious faueraigne. 

Km Darft thou reiolueto kill a friend of mine? 

Ti r. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two'deepe enemies. 

Km?, f^hy there thou haft it,twodeepc enemies, 

Foes tomy reft, and my fwectc fleepesdifturbs, 

Arc they that 1 would haue thee dealc vpon : 

Tirrel, /meane thofe baftards in the Tower. 

Ttu Let me haue open meanes ro come to them, 

And loone /le rid you from the feare of them. 

Cm. Thou flngft fweete muficke. Come hither Tirrill. 

Go by that token, rife and lend thine earc. He whijpers in hie 
Tis no more but Co, fay it is done ( eare. 

And 1 will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 

Kir. Tis done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel , ere wc fleepe? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Ye fliall my Lord. 

Bhc. My Lord, /haue con fidcred in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did found mein. 

King. Well, let that PaiTc , Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. /heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly ; he is your wiues fonne: tVc 1 looke too it. 

BucMy Lord, /claime your gift, my due by procnifc, 
Forwhich your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earlcdomc ofHerford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed 1 ihould potlelTe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if fhe conucy 
Letters to Richmond you fliall anfwcic it. 

Buc. What Cay cs your highnclTetomy iuft demaund? 

King. As I remember, Henry the fixe 
Did prophefiethat Richmond fliould be king, 

^hen Richmond was a little peeuifli boy, 

Akingperhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 

Hsue told me, /being bv, that /flioulJ kill him. 

Buck My Lord,your promife for the Earldomc. 

King. Richmond.when laft / was at Exeter, 

The Major in curccflc fliewed n»c the Cnftie, 
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TheTragedie 

And called it Ruge-mouM,at which name I flatted, 
Bccaufea Bard of /reland told me once 
/fliouid not hue long after /fa w Richmond. 

Bxc. My Lord. 

Kinz . Awhats a docke? 

Buc. /am thus bold to put your grace in mindc 
Of what you promifdc me. 

King. f-Fcflj but wluts a clockc? 

Bm. Vpon the flxokc of ten. 

Kig. Well, let it (Irike. 

Buc. Why let it Ih ike? 

King. Beeaufe that like a Iacke thou keepft the firoke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
lam notin thegiuing vaine/oday. 

Bn t> Why then rtfoiue 111c whether you will or no? 

K. Tut, tut, thou trouble!} rue, /am not in the vaine. Exit. 
Buc /sit cucn fo /rewards lie my true feruice 
Withfuch deepecoRtempf,mide / him king for this? 

O let me thinke on Ha flings, and begone 
To Bi ccnock, while my fea refill I head is on. Exit. 
Enter Sir E ratios Tirrell . 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 
the moll arch-ad of pitteous malfacre, 

That eucr yet this land was guiltic of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom / did fubborne 
To dothisruthfull peeceef butchery, 

Although they were flcflit villaintsvbloudy dogs. 

Melting with tendetneifeand kind cornp-jifioi),’ 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftorics: 

Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thofc tender babes , 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdhng one another 

Within their innocent alabiafterarmes. 

Their lips like foure red Rofes on a (hike. 

Which in their fo miner beautie kift each other 
A bcokcof praiers on their pillow laic, * 

Which once quoth Eprreftalrnoft changd my minde, 

But O rhe diucl J there the villaine flopt, 

Whilfl Dighton thus told on wefmothered 
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ofRichard the third. 

The mofl rcplcnifhcd fweet worke of nature. 

That from the prime creation eucr loe frarode, 

They could not f peake, and fo / left rhem borh, 

To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 

Enter king Richard* 

Andherc he comes. All bade my foueraigne liege. 

Ki*<r. Kind Tirrell, am /happie.in thy newes ? 

Ttrji to haiie done the thing you gauc in charge 
Begctyourhappincffe, be happie then, 
for it is done my Lord. 

King. But didft thou fee them dead? 

Hr. /did my Lord. 

King And buried gentleTirrell? 

Kir. The Chaplaine ofthe Tower hath buried them: 

But how or in whatplacc/donotknow. 

King. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 

And thoufiialt tell theprocefTe of their death, 

Meane time but thinkc how / may do thcegood, 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit, Tirrell. 

Farewell till foone. •- ' 

The fonne of Clarence haue /pent vp clofe, 

Hisdaughtcr meanly haucl matchtin marriage, 

Thcfonncs ofEdward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife bath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the B. ittainc Richmond aimes 
Atyong Elizabeth rry brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookcs proudly ore thecrowne, 

To her I goe a.iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catesby. 

Cat. My Lord. 

King. Good newes or bad , that fhou comeft in fo bluntly? 
Cat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is in the field, and ftill his power encrcafcth. 

Kwe. Ely with Richmond troubles me more ncare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh Icmed army ; 

Come, /haue heard that fearfuil commenting, 
h leaden feruicor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and laaile-pac't beggery, 
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TheTragedie. ' 

Then fierie expedition be my wings, 

Ioue , Mercuric and Herald for a king. 

Come mufler men, my counfaileis my (hicld, 

We mud be briefe, when traytors brauc the field. £ X( 

Enter flueene Margaret fola. 

fljytar. So now prolperitie begins to mellow, 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 

Here in thefe confines llilic hatie I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfaries r 
A dire induction am I witnelTe too, 

And will to France, hoping the conleguence 
Will proucas bitter, blacke, and tragical!, 

Withdraw theewterched Margaret, who comes here. 

Enter the Qtteene , and the Dutchejfe of Torke. 

Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flowers, newappearingfwcets, 

If y« your gentle foules flic in the aire. 

And be not fixtin doome perpctuall, 

Houcr about me with your aierie wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Mar. Houeriabout her ,fay that right for right 
Hath dimd your infant morne,to aged night,. 

J9ti. Wilt thou O God , flic from fuch gentle lambes, 
And throw them in the intrailes ofthc wolfe.- 
When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done ? 

Mar.Whcn holy Mary, dide,and my fweetfonne. 

Dutch. Blind fight , dead life , poore mortall liuing shod 
Woes fccanc , worlds flume, graucs due by life vfurpt, 

Reft they vnreft on Englaads lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocents blood. 

flu. O that thou wouldft as well affoord a graue, 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholy leate, 

Then would / hide my bones, not reft thcnvherc ; 

O who hath any caufetomourncbut/? 
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of Ri chard the third. 

■nfit So many miferies hauc craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied tongue is mute & dumbe, 

Fdward Plantagcnent,why art thou dead i 
C 0 Mar. Ifauncicntforrow be mod rcuercnt, 

Giucmine the benefit of fignorie, 

And let my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 
if forrow can admit focietie, 

Tell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine : 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him .• 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou had ft an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

But. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him : 

I had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 

QMar. Thou had ft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him a 
From forth the kcnncll of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambcs.and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foulc defacer ofGods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofc,to chafe vs to our graucs, 
Ovpright,iuft,and true difpofing God, 

How do I thankc thee, that .this carnall curre 
Praieson the itfuc of his mothers bod ic, 

And makes her puc-fcllow with others monc. 

Dat. O, Harries wife, triumph notin my woes, 

God witnefle with me, I haue wept for thee. 

fJrtar. Bear with tnc,l am hungry for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Tjiy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Yorkc,he isbutboote,bccaufeboth they 
Match not the high perfection of my loflc : 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that kild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riucrs,Vaugham, Gray, 

Vntimcly fmothred in their duskic graucs, 

Richard y et liucs,hcls blacke intelligencer, 

I } Onely 









The Tragcdie 

Onely referucd their fa&or to buy fouks, 

And fend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous,and vnp (tied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, 

To hauehim fuddenly conucyedaway. 

Canceli his bond ofhfedeareGod I pray, 

That I may liuc to fay, the dog is dead. 

£l». O fhoii didfl prophccie the time would come 
That /Ihould wifii for thee to helpe mecurik 
Thatbotteld fpidcr,thatfoule hunch-backttoade. 

Sl^Mur. I caid thee then,vaine flourifii of my fortune 
I cald thee then poorc fiiadow, painted Queene, 

The prefcntation of, but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direfuli pageant, 

One heau'd a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreameof which thou wert^a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifli flagge, 

To be the aitne of cuery dangerous fhor, 

A Queene in ieafl.oncly to fill the fccane: 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 

Where be thy children, wherein doefl thou ioy ? 
who fues to thce,and cries God faue the Queene ? 

JP'herc be the bending peercs that flattered thee ? 
wdicre bethethrongingtroupesthat followed thee? 
Dcclineall this, and fee u hat now thou art, 

For happy wife, a moftdiflrclied widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that walks the name : 

For Queen?,a very Catiue crownd with care : 

For one beingfued too, one that humbly fues : 

For one commaunding al I.obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd efme. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuflicc wheel’d about, 

And kft thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doefl thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 



of Richard thethrid. 

t hy proud neckc,bearcs halfemy burdened yoke, 

Srmn which ,cuen here, I flip my weary nccke, 
a i jeaue the burthen of it al ! on thee : 

Frew*ll Vorkes wifc,andiQjyenc of (ad mifchancc, 
ThefcEnglifli woes, will make mefmilcin France. 

O thou well skild in curfcs,flay a while, 

AndTcach me how to curfc mine enemies. 

0 Mm. Forbeare to (kep the night, and faft the day, 
Comire dead happinetfe with liumgwoe, 

T^inU that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And hetnat flew them fowler then he is : 

Bering thy Iolfe makes the badcaufer worfe, 
RcuolumgthiS;will teach thee how to curfc. 

a u My words are dull, O quicken them with thme. 

QMa. Thy woes wil make them (harp,& pierce like mine. 

Why ibouid calamitie be full of words ? Exit. Mar. 
gu. wmdieatturmesto your client woes, 

Aicrie fuccecdcrs of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Lei them hauc fcope, though what they do impart 
Helpe not at all, yet do they Cafe the heart. 

Dut.U lo,thcn be run toong nde,goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets finothcr 
My damned fonne, which thy two Tonnes fmothred : 

I heare his drum, be copious in exciaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drnmmes 
and Trumpets. 

K'nr* Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dni A (he, that nngnt hauc intercepted thee, * 

By ftranglmgthcc in her accurfed worn be, 

From ail the flaughte $ wrctchjthat thou haft done. 

£)h. Hid’li thou chat forehead with a golden crownc,. 
Where (hpuld be grau<*n,ir that right were right* 

Thefl iughter of the Prince that owdc that crevvne. 

And the dire death of my twolonnes,and brothers : 

Tell me thou vdlaine fl#ue,whcic ate ray children? 
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** The Tragedie 

Dut. Thou t ode, thou tode,w here is thy brother Clarcce > 
And htle Ned Plantaget,his Tonne ! 

Jgu. TThere is kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray ? 

King. A flourilh trumpets, ftrike alarum drummes, 

Let not the hcauens heart thefc tel-tale women 

Rails on the Lords annointed. Strike I (ay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me faire, founds. 

Or with theclamorous report of warre, 

Thus will Idrowneyour exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my Tonne ? 

King. I, I thankc God, my fatherand your Telfe. 

Dut. T en patiently heareeny impatience. 

King. Madame I haue a touch ofyour condition, 

Which carmot brooke the accent ofreproofe. 

Dut. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefe good m other, for I am in hade. 

Dut. Art thoufo haftie I haue (laid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonic. 

King. And came I not at lad to comfortyou i 

Dut. No by the holy roodc thou knowft it well, 

Thou cam ft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A grecuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy Tchoolc-daies frightful!, dcfperatc,wiIdcandfurious: 
Thy agcconfirmd, proud, fubtil,bloudie,trechcrous, 
rrhat comfortable houre canft thou name, 

That euer grac't me in thy companic ? 

K. Faith none butHumphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companic : 

If it be (o gratious inyour fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

but. O hcarc me (peake, for T fliall neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, you arc too bitter. 

Dut. Either thou wilt die byGoa's iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turne a conqueror. 

Or I with griefc and extreame age fhali peridiy 
And neuer looke vpon thy face againc : 

Tncrcfore take with thee my moft heauic curie, 



of Richard the third. 

Wbtch in the day of battel! tire thcc more 

Then all the compleat armour that thou wear ft, 
mv oraiers on the aduerfe panic 6ghf, 

Andthere the litle foulespf Edwards children 

’vVhifp crt fi c fp' r,ts °f tn ' nc en , cm lf s ’ 

And prom ife them fueccffeand vidory, 
p oudic theu art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 
j>h. Though far moiecaufe,yer much ldfc (pint to curie 

Abides in me, 1 fay Amen to ail. 

Kino. Stay Madam, I mull fpCakc a vord with £ou. 
o u. I haue no more fonnes of the royall b.ood, 

For theeto murthcr,ior my daughters Richard, 

They Hull be praying Nunnes, not weeping Qucencs, 

J.id therefore lcuell not to hit their lit es. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
fertuousand faire, royall and gratious. 

Cu. An d mud llic die for this? O let her liue? 

AndWc corrupt her manners, (bine her beautie, 

Slander my fclfe , as falfe to Edwards bed, 

7hrowouer her the vale of infamie, 

So (lie may liue vn (card from bleeding (laughter, 

/vvill confelfc (he was not Edwards daughter. 

Kina. Wrong not her birth, (lie is of royall blood. 

To faue her life, lie fay (he is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafeft in her birth. 
gj 4 . And only in that fafctic died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good Oars were oppofite. 

Qn No to their liucs bad friends were contrary. 

King, /^llvnauoydcdisthedoomeofdcftcny. 

Qu. True, when auoy ded grace makes defleny, 

My babes were deft inde to a faircrdcarh, 

Ifgrace had blcft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hgitilc 
Asl intend more good to you and yours, uumes, 

Tlicn cuer you or yours were by me wrongd. 5 

What good iscouerdwith the face of hcauen, 
Tobedifcouerdthat ean.do me good. 

King % The aduancemcnt of your children mightie Lad; . 
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ThcTragedie 

Vp to fomc fc»ffold, there to loofc their head*. 

King. No to the dignitic and height of honor, 

The height imperiall tipeof this earth* glory. 

Q*.f latter myforrowes with reproof it, 

Teilme what ftjcc,whatdignitie, what honor, 

Canft thou demife toany child ofminc ? 

King. Euen ail I haue,yea and my felfc and all, 

Wilil wirhail endow a child of thine, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowns the fad remembrance ofthclc wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft l haue done to thee, 

£“* 8 e briefs, left thatthe procelfc outlay kindncCTc 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnelfe doo. 

K. Then know thatr’rom my toule I loue thy daughter. 

Qj. My daughters mother thinkes it withher foule. 

King. W hut do you thinke ? 

That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule 
Sa from thy foulcs loue did ft thou her brother*, 

And from my hearts loue /do thankc thee for if, 

King. Benotfo haftic to confound my meaning. 

I meanc that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 

And meanc to make herQoeencof England. 

Say then, who doeft thou meanc fiial! be her king? 

Kma. Euen he that makes her Qneene.how (hould clfe? 

£». What thou? 

King. /,euen I, what thinke you of it Madame? 

How canft thou wooc her? 

King. That [ would^earneof you* 

As one that were be ft acquainted with her humor. 

£1*. And wilt thou learneof me? 

Ki»z. Madam with all my heart. 

£hi, Send to her by the nun that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edwardjand Yorke, then happily die will wcepe 
Therefore prefentto her, as fometime Margaret* 

Did to thy fathers handkercheffe fteept in Rutlan* blood, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith 
If this Inducement force her not to loue * 

Send her a ftory ofthy noble a<5h: 

Tell her thou mad*ft away her vnclc Clare 



of Richard the third. 

HervncleRiue«,yca,and for her fake 

Madeft quickc conuciancc with her good Aunt Anne, 
come, comc,yc mockc tne, this is not the way 

To winne your daughter. 

Qu. There is no other way , 

Vnlcifc thou couidft put on fomc other fhape, 

And not, be Richard that hsth done all this. 

/nferre faire Englands peace by this allunce. 
q. Which fiie lhall purchafc with ftii! lafting warre. 
ftn<r. Say that the king which may command intreats, 
O.That at her hands which the kings kingforbid. 

K<»£. Say (he fiiall be a high and mightie Quecne. 
q£. To waiJe the title as her mother doth. 

Ktw. Say l will loue her cuerlaftingly. 

Q«?But how long lhall that title cucrlaft? 

Sweetly inforcc vnto her faire liucs end. 

Q^But how long faircly (lull that title laft? 

Kwp. So long as licaue n and nature lengthens it. 
qJTSo long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

K ing Say l her foueraigne am her fubieiS loue. 
q*. But (he yoor fftbied loaths fuch foueraingtie, 

YLinir. Be eloquent in my bechalfc to her. 

Q* An honeft tale fpccdsbcft being plaincly told. 
Kw ? .7iicn in plainctearmcs tell her my louingtale. 

(W Elaine and not honeft is too harfh a ftile. 

Kj»£ Madame, your rcafons are too fhallow& too quick. 
Q u. O no, my realons arc too deepe and dead. 
Toodcepeand dead poore infants in their grauc, 

Harpcon itftill (hall f,till heart- firings breakc. 

King: Now by my George, my Garter and my Crownc. 

Qa. Prophand,difnonord,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fwearc by nothing. 

Q* By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophand,hath loft his holy honour : 

The Garter blennfht ,pawnd his knightly vertuc s 
ThcCrowne vfurpt,difgrac*this kingly dignitic, 
Iffomethingthou wiltlweatc to be beleeude, 

Swearc then by fomething that thou haft notwrongd. 

Kwjr. Now.by the world. 
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The Tragedie 

ggt Tis full ofthy foule wrongs. 

Kmg. Myfathcrsdeath. 

gn. Thy fclfchafh that dilhonord. 

King. Then by my felfe. 
git. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King, Why, then by God. 

On. Gods wrong is moft of all : 

If thou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him, 

The vnitie the King my brother made, 

Hid nor beenc broken, nor my brother fiaine. 

If thou hadh fcard to breake an oath by him, 

The emperiall mettcl circling now thy brow, 

Had g; ail the tender temples of my childe, 

And both the Princes had beenc breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made a praye for wormes, 
Kmg. By the time to come. 
git,. That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe baue many teares to wafli 
Hereafter time for time, by thee paft wrongd, 

The children liue, whole parents thou haft flaughtred, 
V ngouernd youth, to way le it with their age. 

The parents liue whofc children thou haft butchtrd, 
Old withered plants to watlcit with their age : 

Sweare not by time to come, for thatthou haft 
Mifufcd,earc vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. As I entend to profper and repent, 

So thriue I in niy dangerous attempt, 

Of hoftilearmes,niy felfe my felfe confound, 

D*y yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite,all planets of good lucke 
To my proceedings,if with pure hearts Iouc, 
Imroaculafcd deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I rendemotthy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happineire and thine, 

Without her,followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriflran foule, 
oau cicioJat/on,rumc and dccay^ 

It cannot beauoided but by this : 

It will not be auoided but by this : 
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of Richard the third. 

Therefore good mother (I muftcall youfo) 

Bethcatturney of my louetoher. 

plcade what I will be, not what I hauc bcene, 

ftotby defcrts,but what /will deft rue : 

Y'rgc the neceftitie and date of times, 

And be not peeuifli fond in great defignes. 

G)h. Shall I be tempted of the Diuell thus ? 
gwg. I,ifthediueli temptthccto do good. 

Ou, Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe i 

King- I, ifyour felfes remembrance wrong yourfclfe. 

Qh. Butthoudidft kill my children. 

fan But in your daughters wombe,Uc buric them, 

(Vhere in thatneftoffpiccrietherclhall breed, 
Selfesofthcmfelucs toyour recomfiturc. 

6)u. Shall /go win my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 
r /u . I go, write to me very fliortly. 

fang. Beare her my true loues kille : farewell. Exit gu* 
Relenting foole,and fhallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. My gracious foueraigne,on the Wefternccoaft, 

Rideth a puilTant Nauie.To the (horc, 

Throng many doubt full hollow-hatted friends, 

Vnarmd, andvnrcfolud tobeatethem backe: 

Tisthought that Richmond is their Admirall : 

/ I there they hull, expefting but the ayd, 

OfBu. Vingham to welcome them a fliore. 

King. Some light- foote friend, port to the Duke of NorfF. 
Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Catcsby, where is he / 

Cat. HeeremyLord. 

Kin. Flic to the Duke : port thou to Salisbury, 
rrlicn thoucomcft there idull vnmindfull villainc 
w\\y ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke l 
Cat. Firft mightic fou<rraigne,Jet me know your minde, 
What from your grace I (hall dcliuer him. 

King. O true, good Catesbic, bid him leuic ftraight, 
Thegreatcft ftrength and power he can make. 

And meete meprcfcntJy at Salisburie. 

Rat. What it isyour highnes plcafurc I flial doat Salisbury 
Kin, Why what wouldft thou do there before I go? 
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Rat, Your Highneflc told me I fliould poll before^ 

K(«^. My mindc is^changd fir, my minde is changd, 

How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Dar. None good my Lord, to plcafe you with the hearing 
Nor none (o bad but it may well be told. 

K ing. Hoiday ,a riddle^ neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many milcahout. 

When thou mayftteil thy talc a necrer way, 

Once more what newes? 

Dar, Richmond is on thefeas- 
K ing. 7"here let him fiiike,andbethefca$onhiro, 
White liuerd runnagate,what doth he there? 

Dar. I know not mighty foueraigne but byguefle. 

K ing. Well fir, as you gucllc,as you gucife. 

Z)<i.Sturd vp by Dorfer, Buckingham and Elic- 
He makes for England,chere to clamicthc crowne. 

King. IsthcChayrcemptie?is the fword vnfwaid? 

Is the king dead? the Empire vnpotfefl? 

What Hcirc of Yorke is there aliuc but we? 

And who is Englands king, but great Yorkcs hc/re? 

Then tell me what doth hcvpon the lea? 

Dar. Vnlelfefor that my liege, / cannot gucife, 

K ing. Vnlcflc for that , he come9 to be your liege, 

You cannot guefle, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuoult,and flic to him /fear, e. 

Dar. No might ie liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

Kt»g. Where is thy power then to beatc him backc? 
Where arc thy tenants, and thy followers? 

Arc they not now vpon the Wcfterne Ihore, 

Safe condudingthc rebels from their (hippes. 

Dar. No my good Lord,roy friendr are in the North. 
King. Cold fnends to Richard, what do they in the North? 
When they fhould ferue, their foueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. Thev hauc not bin commanded mightic foueraigne 
Pleafc it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 
lie muflervp my friendsand mectc your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maicllic Hull plcafe. 

King. /, I, thou wouldft be gone to ioinc with Richmond) 
/ wili nor truft you Sir. 

Dar. moll mightic foueraigne, 



of Richard the third. 

youhaueno caofetohold my fricndlhip doubtful!, 

Incotr was nor neucr will be falfc. 

gin. Well, go muftcr men : but hcarc you, leaue behindc 
Yotirfonnc George Sfan!ic,looke your faith be firmc : 
Ordfcjh's headsalfurance isbutfrailc. 

Dar. So deJe with him, as I proue true to you. Exit. Dar, 
Enter a A/ejfenger. 

Mef My Gracious foueraigne, now in Dcuonihire, 

As! by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney,and the haughtie Prelate, 
BiOiopofExeter,his brother there, 

With many mo confiderates,are in armes. 

Enter another Alejfenger, 

Jl/ei My liegejin Kent the Guiliordsarc in armes, 

Andeuery houre more competitors 
Flockc to their ayde,and ftill their power ircreafeth. 

Enter another Mefjenger. 

M'f My Lord, the armieofthc Duke of Buckingham. 

He jlriketh him. 

King. Out on you owlcs, nothing but longes of death. 

Take that vntill rhou bring me better newes. 

Me/. Your Grace miftakcs,the newes I bring is good. 

My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armic is difperft and Icattcrcd, 

And he himlelfc fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you mercic,! did miftake, 
latchife reward him for the blow! gaue him : 

Hathany well aduifed friend giuen our. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham f 
Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my liege. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. SirThoni3s’Louell and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

Tis faid my Liege are vp in armes, 

this good comfort bring I toyour Grace, 

The Brittains Nauic isdifpcrft, Richmond in Dorlhire 
Sent out a boate to aske them on the fhore, 
wcrc his aflirtant3 yea, or no : 

Vhoanfwcred him they came from Buckingham, 
pon his partie : he miftrufting them, 

Me.and made aw ay for Brittaine. 
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King, March on, march on,fince wc arc vp in arnica, 

I f not to fight with forraignc cncmftrs, 

Yet to bcatc downc thefe rebels here at home* 

Enter Cate shy, 

Qat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thats the bed newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings,yet they mult be told. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we rcafon here, 
A royall batrell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Bute Dafbie,Sir Chnfiopher. 

Dar. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftieofthis molt blond ic bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head ? 

Thefearc oft hat, withholds my prefen t aide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 

Cbrift. At Pembrooke,oratHerforJ-weft in Wales. 

Dar. What men of name refort to him ? 

S. Chrift. Syr Walter Herbert, a rcnowmedfouJdicr, 
Syr Gilbct Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrookc,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

A nd towards London they do bend t heir courfe, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar. Rcturnc vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell him,theQueene hath hartilyconfented 
He lhal! efpowle Elizabeth her daughter, 

! hefe Letters will refoluehim ofmyminde, 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Ent er Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. Will notKing Richard letmcfpeakcwithhim? 

Ret. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Hading*, and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy King Henry, and thy fairefonne Edward, 

Vang ham, and all that haue mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted, fowlcini nfticc. .. 
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/fthat your moodic difeontented foirlcs, 

D ) through the eloudes behold this prefent hourc, 
j^ cll forreuenge,m o cke my deftrutftiori; 

Thijis Allfoules day fellowes,is it not? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Buc. Why then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomefday; 
Tais is the day, that in king Edwards time 
I wilht might fall on me, w hen 1 was found 
falfcto his children, or his wiues allies : 

This is the day wherein Avifiit to fall, 

Bythcfalfe faith of him I trufted rooft : 

This, this Allfoules day, to my fcarefuilfoule, 

Is the determined refpitof my wrongs: 

That highall-feerthat/dalliedwth, 

Hathturnd my fained praicr on my head, 

Andgiuen in carneft what 1 begd in ieaft. 

Thysdoech he force thefowrd ofwidked men 
Toturnctbeirpoints on their maiftersbofome: 

Now Margarets curie is fallen vpor my head, 

JFbcn he quoth fiie,lhaiifp!it thy heart with lorrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetdlc. 

Come lirs, conuey me to the blocke of (hame, 

Wrong hath but wrong .and blame the dew of blame. 

Enter Richmond, with drums and trumpets. 

Rich. Feliowe.inarmes,and my moll louing friends, 
Bruild vnderneath the y oake of tyrannie, 

Thus farre into the bowels ofthe land, 

Hsucwe marchton without impediment: 

And here recciuc we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of fairc comfort, and encouragement, 

7ne wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore, 

Tiiatfpoildyour fommer field, and fruitfull vines, 

Sa ils your warme blood like walli, and makes his trough 
•fn your inbowcld bdfomes,this foule fwine 
Lies nowcuen in the center of this l\c, 

Ncare to the towne of Lcyceftcr 2 S wc learnc: 
from Tamworth thither, is but-one daics march, 

Gods name cheare on,couragious friends, 




, *anc the harueft ofperpetiull peace. 
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The Tragedie 

iis one bloudie trial of ftiarpe warre. 

1 Lor. Euery mans confidence is a thoufand fwords 
To fight againd that bloudic homicide. 

2 .Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flic to vs. 

$. Lor. He hath no fricr.ds,butwho arcfricndsfarfearc, 
Which in his greated need will fhrin^e from him. 

Rich. AW forour vantage, then in Gods namcmarch, 
7Tue hope isfwift,and flics with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K Richard , N »ff'.Ratclijfe ) Caieshy , with others. 
King. Here pitch our tents, cuen here in Bofworth field, 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad/ 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

Ki w.Nortfb!ke,comc liithcr: 

Norffoike,wc mull hauc knockcs,ha, mud we not / 

Nor. We mud both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 
King. Vp with my tent there, here will I lye to night. 

But where to merrow?wc!l *.H iscne for that; 

V/ ho hath deferied the number ofthe foe/ 

Nor. Sixeorfcucn thoufand is their greated number. 
King. Why our battailon trcbels that account, 
Befidcs,the kings name is a tower of drength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 

Fpwith my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fomc men of found diredion, 

Lets want no difc'p!ine,make no delay, 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords. 

Rich. The weary Sunnc hath made a golden feate, 

And by the bright tracke of his ficrie Carre, 

Giuesfigna!! of a goodly day to morrow.- 
^hereisdir f-Fillum Brandon, he fhallbearemy danderd, 
The Earle of Pcmbrookc kcepe hisa egimcnt. 

Good captaine B(unt,bearemygood night to him. 

And by the fecondhoure in the morning, 

Deiire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good tflunt before thou goed - 
Where is Lord Stanly quarterd,doeft thou know ? 

BhucKV nlcsl ha uc m^flany hie fnlr.ii r- 



Exeunt. 




Richard the third. 

Which well f am allur'd I bauc not done 
His regiment liet halfe a mile at lead. 

South from the tnightic power of the king. 

Rich. If’without perill it be poffible, 

Good captaine Blunt bearc my good nightto him, 

Andgiue him from me, this mod needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, lie vndertakc it. 

Rich* Farewell good Blunt, 

Giuemeforac Inkc and paper in my rent. 

He draw the forme and modle of our battell, 

Limitcach leader tohisfeuerall charge, 

^nd part in iud proportion our fmall drength : 

Come, let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinclfc, 

/b to our tent, the airc is rawe an d cold. 

Enter K. Richard , Norjf. R atclijfe, £ ate sly 
King. What is a clocke/ 

Cat. it is fix of the clocke, fiall fupper time, 

King . I will not fup to night, giue me fomc/nke & paper, 
What, is my beuercafier then it was ? 

And all m\ armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readinefle, 

King Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Flecarefull watch, chufc trudic CcntineJI. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. 

King. Stur with the Lar£e to morrow gentle Norffolke. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

Aff»£.Catesbic. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfeuantatarmes 
To Stanelys regiment, bid>him bring his power 
Before Sun rifing,iead hisTonnc George fall 
Into the blinde caueof ctcrnall night, 

Fill me a bowlc of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Loo^c that my daucs be found and net too hcauy Ratliffc. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholy L. Northumberland J 
Rat. rhemas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe, 

Much about Coc^fhut time, from troupe to croupe 

— Li Went 
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Went through thearmie cheating vp the fouldiers. 
So / am fatisficd,giuemca bowleofwinc, 

I hauc not that alacritie offpirit, 

Nor chearcof mindc that I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe,Is Inlet? and paper readic t 
Rat. h is my Lord. 



King. Bid my guard wafchjeaue me, 

Ratchtrc about the mid of night come to my tent 
And heipe to arme me : Icuit me /lay. j xit 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. ' 



Dar. Fortune and vicforieliron rhy hefme. 

T^cb. All comfort that the darke night can *affcord 
Be to thy pet(on,r.ob!c fa’ her to lawe, * 

Tell me how fares eurnobie mother/ 

Dar. I by attorney bleii'e thee from thy mother, 
VVhopraies continually for Richmonds good, 

So much for that.the filent houres ftealeon, 

And flakie darkneife breakes within the Eaft, 

In bricfe.for fo the frafon bids vs be: 



Prepare thy batccll early in the morning, 

And put thy fortune to' the arbritrement 
Of bioudieftrokes and mortal! flaring warre, 

I as / may ,that which I Would /cannot, 
f^ith bell aduantage will deceiue the rime, 

And aitje thee in this dbubtfull'fhocke ofaroiess 
But on thy fide / n>ay not be too forward, 

Left being fccnc,thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his fathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearefull time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue, 

And ample enterchaoge of fwcet difeourfe, 
Whichfolongfundcred friends fliould dwell v-pon, 

God giue vs leifure f6r thefe rights of loue, 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpced wcell. 

ti ^ ^ or ^ s conduct him to his regiment ; 

Le (tnue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Lclt leaden (lumber peife me downc to morrow. 

When /fliould mount with wings ofyiiftory : 

Once more good night kind Lords & gentlemen. Extwt. 

jJj.tmsjLwbofe-Cii r- T /- ./• iar~ 




10 



20 



30 



40 



50 




60 70 

llllllllllllll 



80 






of Richard the third. 

, ookeon my forces with a graciouscye: 
put in their hands thy bruling Irons of wrat% 

That they may erufh dowue with a hcauie fall, 

Thevfurpfng helmet ©four aduerfarics, 

Make vs thy minifters of chaftifcmcnr, 

Tnatwc*m *y orailethecin thy vi&orie, 

To thee I do commend my watchful! foule, 

Ecre I let fall the windowes of mine eves, 

Sleepmgard waking, oh, defend me ftill. 

Enter tbe ghok of prince Ed. fonne to Henry the Ext. 

Ghofl to K-Rl • Let me fit hcauie on thy foule to morrow, 
Thmkc how thou (fab ft me in my prime of youth, 
AiTeukesbury : difpair e cbercfqrcand die. 

jo Rich. Be cheercful! Richmond, for the wronged foulea 
Ofbutchred Princes fight in rhy bchalfe. 

King Henries iiruc Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the ghofi ofH nry the lixt. 

Gbo.to K- Ri. fFhcn 1 was mortal I, my annointed body. 

By thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke n the Tower, and me : difpaire and die. 

Harric the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To Rich ■ Vcrtu&us and holy be thou conqueror, 

Harric that prophefied thou (houldcft be king, 

Doth comfort thee in thy fteepediueand flourilli. 

Enter the Gh’fiof Clarence. 

Ghofl. Let me fit hcauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was waflit to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guilt betrayd to death j 
T o morrow in thebattell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgclelle fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Thou ofEfpring of the houfeof Lancafter, 

The wronged heircs of Yorkc do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thv battell,liucand flourifh. 

Enter the Ghofl of Ritters. Gray, Vaughan. 

Riu Let me fit heauieon thy foule to morrow, 
Riuersrhatdied at Pomfret,difpaireand die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 

' *' , and with guilticfcare 



Thinke vpon Vaugham 
Let fall thy launcc, difpaire and die. 
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All to Rich. Awake and thinkeour wrongs in Ri. bofotBc 
Will conqucrhim,awakcandwintheday. 

Enter the Ghoft of L Ha flings. 

Gho. Bloody and guiltir,gu fitly awake, 

And in a b oody baftcil end thy dayes. 

Thinkcon Lord Hidings, difpaire and die. m 

To Rt. Qu_cf vntroublcd foule, awake, awake, 

Armc, fight and conquer for fairc Englands fake. 

Enter the G hefts ofthetwoyong Princes. 

Gho .to K.R. Dreame on thy coufing fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofomc Richard, (Tower 

And weigh theedownctoruine, fhame and death, 

Thy Nephcwes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

ToR*. Sleepe Richmond (lecpe,in peace, and wakeinioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, - 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappic fennes do bid thee flourifh. 

Enter the Ghoft ef ftftucene Anne his wife. 

Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife? 

That neucr flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battaiie thinkc on me, 

And fall thy edgeleifcfword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Thou quiet foule, fleepe thou a quicr fleepe, 
Dreame offucccflcand happy vi&orie, 

Thy aducrfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

The firft wa s I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy ty rannie, 

0,in the hattell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineire: 

Dr-aine on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 

Fainr/ng difpairc,difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Rt. I uyed for hope ere I could lend thecaid, 
Butcbearcchy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richardfals in heightofall his pride: 

K. Richardftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfe,bindvp my wounds ' 

Haue mcrcic Ie(u : fofr,I diu but dreame! 



of Richard the third . 1 

Ocoward confciencc,how doeft thou a ffl id me? 

The lights burnc blew, it is not dead midnight : 
Coldfearefull drops ftandsou ray trembling flcfli, 
VVhat do i fcare my felfe i thcrcs none clfc by, 

Richard ioues Richard, that is, I am I : 

Is there a murtberer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then flie, what from my felfe ? great rcafon why. 

Left I reucnge.What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke l loue my felfe, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my fcJfc haue done vnto my felfe i 
One: alas I rather hate my felfe, 

Forhatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

I aro a villaine,yet I lyc,Iamnot. 

Fooleof thy felfe fpeake wcll,foole do not flatter, 
Myconfciencc hath a thoufand fcuerali tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a fcuerali tale, 

And cucry talc condemncs mefora villainc a 
Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murther,fterne murther,in thedyreft degree, 
Al!(euerallfinncs,all vfdc in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie,guiltic. 

I Hull difpaire, there is no creature Ioues me, 
AndifIdic,no foule dial I pittie me: 

And wherefore flioufd they? fincethat Imyfclfci 
Findein my felfc,nopittie to niyfclfe. 

Methoughtthe foulcsofall that/murthred 
Cameall to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Tomortoives vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratchjfe. 

Rot. My Lord. 

Kmg. Zounds, who is 'here ? 

R«t Ratc!itfe,my Lord,tis / : the early village cockc. 
Hathtwifc done filiation to the tnorne, 

Your friendsare vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Ratcliffe,! haue dreamda fearefull dreame, 
What thinkfl thcu,will our friends pi cue all true ? 

R‘ n ’ No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORircliffe,lfeare,I fcare. 

Rfl. Nay good my Lord,be not afraid of fhadowCS* 
Tv the a py flic Paul^fhadowes to night 
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Hauc (Irooke more terror to the foulc of Richard, 

Then can the fubftancc of ten thou (and (ouldiers 
Armed in proofc,and led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet nearc day,comegoewith me, 

Vndcr our Tents lie play rheewefe-dropper, 

To hcarc if any meane to ihririke from me. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Cric mercy Lords, and watchful! Gentlemen, 
Thatyou hauc tanea tardic fiuggard here. 

Lor. How hauc you (lrpt my Lord? 

Rich . Thefweetcft fleepe, and faired boding dreames, 
Thateuerentrcdioadrowfie head, 

Hauel fince your departure had iny Lords. 

Me thought their foulesjwhofc bodies Richard murthcrcd, ] 
Came to my tenr,and cried on vidlorie : 

I premifeyou tnyfoule is very iocund, 

In the remembrance of fofairea dreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor. Vponthe (Irokeoffoure. 

Rich. Why then tis time toartne,andgiucdiret c fion. 
Morcthen Ihauefaid,louing countrymen, (His Oratmtt 
The leifjre and enforcement of the time, (his {ouldiers. 

Forbids to dwell vpon-yet remember thfs, 

God, and our good c«u(c,. fight vpon our lide, 

The prayers of’boly Saintsand wronged foules, 

Like high rcard bulwarkes.ftand before our faces, 

Richard except, thofe whom we fight againtl, 

Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow : 

For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in blou J cftabliflicd : 

One that made meane s to come by what he hath, 

And fiaughtered thofethat were the mcanes to ! elpe hifliJ 
A bafe foule (lone, made precious by the foils 
OfEnglands chairc, where he is falflylct. 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemie : 

Then if you fight again/! Godsenemie, 

Go'd will in iuftice ward you as his fouldiers • 

Ir you do fveare to pu taty ran tdo wne.,, 
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foil flerpc in peace, the tyrant beingflaine, 

/►you do fight again!! your counties foes, 

Your cou tnesfat,(baj! pay your paines the hire, 
j, you do fight in fafegar Jofyour wiues, 
pur wines lhall welcome home the conqueror*: 
ifyoudofrccyo^rchildrenfrom the (word, 
y uUT childrens children qu::s it in your age: 

Then in the name of God and all thefr rights, 

Aduarffr your (landards,draw your willing fwords 
for me,the ranfbme of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpes on the earths cold face: 

Bat i( I thnue,thc gainc of my attempt, 

The lead of you Hull llure his part. thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly ,artd cheerfully, 

God, and Saint George, Richmond, and vidorie. 

• Enter YLtttg %khard-> Rat. &c. 

Ktne. fFliit faid Northumberland as touching Richmond* 
for. That he wasneucr trained vp in armes. ^ 

K rng. He faid the truth.and what faid Surrey tnen. 

Rat. He fmiledand faid,thc better for our purpofe. 

Khg. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is : 

Tell the clocke there. T he cloche flrikcth. 

Giue me a ATalcndre,* ho (aw the Sunnc to day ? 
for. Not /my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to (bine, for by the booftc 
He (liould hauc brau'd the Ea(! an hourc agoe, 

Ablatkc day will it be to fomc bodic Rat. 

Rat. My. Lord. 

» King. The Sunnc will not be (ccne to day, 

The skie doth frowncand lowre vpon our armie, 

( Aouldthefc deawie tearcs were from the ground. 

Not Ihine to day : w hy, what is that to n.e 
Morcthen to R chmond? lor the felfc fame ftcaucn 
That frowncs on me lookes fadly vpon him. 

Ente r HorfjO.ke. _ 

Nor. ^rme,arme,my Lord, the foe vaunts in the fit la. 

King Come,fu(l!e,bull!e>cap2rifon my horfe, 

Cali vp Lord Stanly, bid him bringhis power, 
fwiil lead forth my (ouldiers loth? plcsine, 

- M ' d 
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And thus my battclllball he ordered* „ 

My foreward fliaii be drasvne in lengthy 
Confiding equally ofhorfe and foote. 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the midft, 

/ohn Du^cof Ncrffclke, Thomas Eatle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading cf the foote and horfc, 

They thus dire (fled, we will follow 

In the maine batrell,whcfc puitlancc on either fide 

Shall be well winged with ourchiefefl horfe: 

This^and Saint George to boote,whar thinkeft thou Nor. 

Nor. A good dircdion warlike foucraigne, Hefheweth 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. him apap ( r. 

Iockci of Nor folks be net jo bold y 

For Dickon thy maifier is bought and fold . 

King. A thing deuifed by the enemie, 

Goe Gentelcmcn cucry man vntohis charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 
Confciencc is a word that cowards vfe, 

Dcuifdcas firllto ^cepe the llrong in aw r e. 

Our ftrqng armes be our confidence, fivords our Iawc 
March on, ioync brauely,ktvSftooit pcllmcJl, 

Ifnot ro hcaucn,then hand in hand to hell. His Or at ion to 

What (hall I fiay more then I haue inferdj hit Armie. 
Remember whom you are to cope withal!, 

A fort of vagabonds ,rafco!s and runawaics, 

fcum of Bnttair.s,and bafc lackey pefants, 

Whom their crecloyed country vomits forth 
To defperareaduem ures & allur'd dcflrudion. 

You fleepmg fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You halting lands,&.b!ctt with beautcous.wiues, 

They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other, 

And who doth load them but a paltrcy fellow? 

Long kept in Rcittaine at our mothers coft, 

A milkefopt , one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fiiooes in fnow : 

Lets whipthefe flraglcrs ore the fcasagaine, 

Lafh hence theleoucrwCening rags of France, 

Thclefamillu beggers weary oftheir liues, 

Who but for dreaming on tin's fond exployt. 

For want of mean sphere rats had hangd themfclues 

— ^ m rrp. Li vJ ViHbSFSZZN 
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Ifwe be conquered, let men conquere vs, 

And notthefe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumpt, 

And on record left them the heires of ihame. 

Shall thefeenioy our lands, lyc with our wiues? 

Raoifli our daughters, harke I hearc their drum, 

Right Gentlemen ofEngIand,fightboldlyycomcn, 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to the bead, 

Spuryourproud horfies hard, and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

^hatfaies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Jl4ef My Lord, he dethdenie to come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the enemie is paftchc marfh, 

After the battaile, let George Scanlcy die. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofbme, 
Aduance our flandards,fct vpon our foes, 

Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them,vidoric fits on cur helpes. 

AUrttm.cxeurfwns, Enter Cates hie. 

Cat. Rcfcew my Lord of Norfolke,refcew,refccw 
The King enads more wonders then a roan, 

Daring an eppofite to cucry danger, 

His horfc is fiainc,andall on foote he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. Enter Richard. 

Kin. A horfc, a horfc, my kingdomeforahorfc. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, fie helpeyou to a horfc. 

Ki». Slauc I haue fet my life vpon a caff 
Andl will ftand the hazard ofthedye, 
hhinkethere be fixeRichmonds in the field, 

Fiuc haucl fiiine to day, in ftead of him. 

A horfc, a horfe, roy kingdome for a horfc. 
dlarm, Enter Richard and Richmond,! key fight, Richard is -flame , 
then re tratt betngfomded. Enter R ichmond , DarHy be anno the 
crovweyVeitb other Lords* ^ 

h. God and yourarmes be praifed vidorious friends, 
T nedayisours,theb!oudiedog is dead. 

®fffg_ Gouragious Richmond, wcl haft thou acquit thee, 

-LoLi 
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The Tragedfe 

loc here this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples ofthis bloodiewretcb, 

HaucI plucktofFto grace thy browes wichall, 

Wcare it, and make much of if, 

Rick Great God of heauen fay Amen to all. 

But tell me, is young George Stanley lining? 

Dar. He is my Lord and fafe in Letter Townei 
Whither if it pleafc you^wc may now withdraw vs, 

Rich. What men of name arc flainc on either fide? 

Ictbn Dnks of!Eorfa'ke.(Vutcr Lord fi rris/tr Rob.rV 
Brokenburj, <J-ftrfV tllutm Brandon. 

Rich. Enter their bodies, as become rheir births, 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouidiers fled , 

That in fubmilfion will rtf u: nc to vs, 

And then a$ we hauc tane the Sacrament, 

We will vnitc rhe white role and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire conjunction, 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 

What traitor heares me, and fayes not Amcni * 

England hath long bene rnadde,and fcard hcrfelfc,' 
The brother blindly fhed the brother sbioud, 

The father rafhly flaughtcrcd his ownc fonne, 

The fonne compc!d,benc butcher to the Cixc 3 
All this diuided Tot kc and Lancafter, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

Onowlct.Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The truefuccecdcrs of each royall heufe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioynetogecher, * 

And let thy heires (God if they will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come with fmoorh-fatte peace, 
With fmiling plenties nd faire profpt reus dayes. 
Abate the edge of rrattor9,gradOtrs’ Lord, 

That would reduce thelcblouJiedaie againe, 

And make poorc England wcepe in flreamcsofbLud, 
Let them not liac to tattc this lands encrcafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
Now ciuill v, ou rds arc ttoptj peace hues againr, 

That fbc m ay long hue hcarc,God fay A men. 
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Enter Richard Duke ofGloce Jler ,/<?/»/. 

. & T 0 w is the winter c^difconcent, 

LN Made glorious fommer by this Ibnne of Yorkc: 

And all the eloudes that lowrd vpon ourhoule, 
in the deepe bolbmc of the Ocean buried, 

Mow arc our browes bound with victorious wreathed. 

Our brufed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our tterne alarums ebangd to merrie meetings, 

Our dreadful! marches to delightful! pleasures. 

Crinvvilagdc warre,hath fmoothde his wrinkled front. 

And now in Acad of mounting barbed fteeds, 

To fright the foulcs of fearefull aduerladcs 
He capers nimbly ina Ladies chamber, 

. To the lafeiuious plcafing of a loue. 

But I that am not (hifpt for fportiue triers. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking glade, 

I that am rudely flampt, and want loues maiettic 
To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph* 

I that am curtaild ofthis faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dilTcmbling nature, 

Deformd, vnfinilht, fent before my time 

- Into this breathing world halfcmadcvp, 

- And thatfo lamely and vnfafh ionable, 

That dogs barke at me as /halt by them: 

^hy /in this weake^piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to pallc away the time, 

Vnlefle to fpic my Ihadow in the Sunne, 

Anddcfcanton mine ownc deformities 
And therefore fince /cannot proue alouer 
Toentertaine thefe faire well fpo/<en dates, 

I am determined to proue a villaine. 

And hate the idle plcaftrres of thele daics 
Plots hauc I laid , indudions dangerous, 
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The Tragedie 

Eydrun^en propbefics, libels and dreamed. 

To let my brother Clarcnceand the^jng, 

In deadly hate theone again (l the other, 

And tiding Edward be as true and iuft 
As I am fubtile,falfcand ticcherous: 

This day fliould Clarence elofely be meudrp, 

About a^ft/hefic which Hies that G. 

Of Edwards hares the murthcrcr (hall bee. 

D: ue thoughts downe to my foufe, Er.ter Clarence nttk 

Here Clarence comes, a gnbrtiof miru 

Brother, good dayes, what means this armed guard 
That waites vpon your grace ? 

CUu His maieftie rendering my perfons fafetiehath ap- 
Thiscondudto cor.uey me to the Tower. (pointed 

do. V pon what caufc l 
Cla. Bccaufe my*name is George. 

Gib. //lack my Lord,that fault is none of yours, 
lie fliould for thatcommityour gof d fathers.- 
O. belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
Thatyou fliall be new chriftned in the Tower, 

But what is the matter Clarence may /know l 
Cla. Yea Richard when I know , for I proteft 
As yet / do not, but as / can learnc, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 

And from the croife-rowe pluckes the letter G s. 

And faies a wizard told him that by G, 

His Blue difinherited fliould be, 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followca in his thought that l am he, 

Thefe as /learnc, and fuch liketoyesasthele, 

Hauc nioued his-highnelfe to commit me now 
Glo.fVhy this it is when men arc rulde by women, 

Tis notthe £jng thatfendsyou to the Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wifc,Clarencc tis fhee 
That tempts hi inborn is cxtfcftni tie : 

Was it not (lie and that good man ofworfliip 
Anthony wooduile her brother there, 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the tower, # 

From whence this prefent day he is deliuered 
JVC ne not fafe Clarence, wg*rc not fafe. 




of Richard the third 

Chi’ by heauen /thinks there is no mail (ecurdc 
But the Queues kindred,and night-walkxg Heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and Miftreftc Shoare; * 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his dciiucrie / 

. Gh. Humble complaining to her deitic, 

Gotmy Lord Ghamoerlaine his Iibertie, 

He tell you what, 1 rhinke it is our way-, 

Ihveivill keepe infaucur with the King, 

Tobe hermcn,4nd wearcherliuery, 

The jealous orewe rne widow and hcrfelfe. 

Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 
Aremightiegoflips in this monarchy, 

Bro. I befeech your graces both to pardon me ? 

Hismaicftie hath ftraighfly giuen in charge. 

That no man (hall hauepriuatc conference 
, Qfwhat degree focucr with his brother. * 

Glo. Euen fo & plcafe your worfhip Brokenhury, 

You may partake ofsny thing we fay ; 

We fpea^e no treafon man, we &v the king 
Is wifeand vertuous;, and his noble Quecne ■ 

(fell ftroo^e i n yearcs, faire, and notlcalous, 

Wefay that Shores wifehath a pretie foote, 

Acherry lip, a bonny eye, a palling pleafing tongues 
Jnd that the, Quecnes kindred are made gentle folkess 

how fay, you fir, can you den Vail this ?■ 

Bro. With this ( my Lord) my fclfe bsue naught to do 
^..Naught to do with Miftrdre Shore. I tell thee fellow, 
Hetltatdoth naughtwith her, excepting one. 

Were beft he do it fcerctly a lone. 

Bro. What one my Lord ? 

&Her husband |naue, would ft thou betray me > 

C/^c know thy charge Brokcnbury, and will obey, 

J;-J Carc ;, hc r Qilf^cs Abictfs and muftobey, 
pother farewell, I will vnto the King, 

Andwhatfoeueryou will imploy me in, 

«citto call King Edwards widow After, 

AiJ ' /wifi 










The 7-ugcdie 

f will performc it to hifranchifc you, 

Mcane time this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

T ouches me deeper then you can imagine. 

CU .1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Glo. Well, your imprifonment (hail not be loeg. 

I will deliuer you, or lie for you, 

Meanetime haue patience. 

CU. I mull prcforcc, farewell. Exit. CU. 

Glo. Go tread the path, that thou flialt ncre retbrne, 
Simple plainc Clarence,! dojouethec Co, 

That I will fliortly fend thy fouleto heauen, 

If hcauen will take the prefent at cur hands: 

But who comes here, the new dcliuered Hidings ? 
Enter Lord Haftmgr. 

Haft. Good rime of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Glo. As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlainc.- 
Well arc you welcome to this open airc. 

How hath your Lordfiiip brookt imprifonment ? 

Haft. With paticncaf noble Lord ) as phfoners mud? 
But I fhall Iiuc my Lord to giue them thankes, 

That were the caufc of ray imprifonment, 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fliall Clarence too . 
For thay that were yoor enemies arc his, 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittic that the Eagle fliould be mewed, 
While JCitcs and Buzars prey at libertie. 

Glo. What newes abroad / 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home : 

The King is fickly,weakeand melancholy, 

And his Phifltians fe are him mightily. 

Glo Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 

Oh he hath kept an cuil diet long, 

And oucrmuchconfunied his royall perfon, 

Tis vcry grccueas to bethought vpon, 

What, is he in his bed / 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Goc you before, and I will follow you, Exit. 

He cannot Hue! hope, and muft not die 
'.Till George be packt with poft hctrfe vp to hcauen, 

Jlc into vrge his hatred more tp Clarence 
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Orearthgape bpen<widc,andcatehrm quicke, ! 
js thou doefl fwallowe vp this good kings blood, 
jyhich his. Hcl-goucrnd arme hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,y ou know no rules of charitie, 

Which tenders good for bad.bleflings for curfes, 

La. / / illannc,thou £nowft no law of God nor man: 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittie. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no bcaft. 

La.O h wondcrfull when dcuilsteli the truths 

git. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
Vouchfafcdiuine perfe&ionofa woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed cuils to giue me Jeaue, 

By circum dance but to acquitc my felfe. 

La. Touchfafc defufed infedion of a man. 

For thefe knownc cuils, but to giue meleaue, 

By circum da nee to curfc thy curfcd felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can namethce,lct me haue 
Some patient lcifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nke thee, thou canfl make 
No excufe currant,but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difparc / Ihould accufe ray felfe. 

La. And by drfparing fhouldd thou ftand excufde, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didcdvnworthy daughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I dew them not. 

La. V/hy then they are not dead: 
Butdeadtheyarc,anddiuelifb daueby thee. 

Glo I did not/^ill yourhusband. 

£<*.Why then he is a Iiuc. 

Glo- Nay, he is dead and dainc by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lycd. Qucene Margrct faw 
Th\ bloodly faulchion fmcking in his blood, 

Thewhsch thou once diddbendagainft her bred, 

But that thy brother beat afide the poynr. 

G/o.l was prouo^d by her dander ous tongue , 

tf'biehlaid their guilt vpon my guilrielTefhou'ders, 

Li. Thou wad prcuo^ed by thy bloodic minde, 

Which neoci dreamt on oughrebta butchery cs. 

Didflthou not kill this king/ Glo. 1 sun: yee. 
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TheTragcdie 

£4. Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentlc,milde,and vertuous. 

g/o. The fitter for the king of heauen that hath hitn. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou (halt ncucr come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpc to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfitfor any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place clfe,ifye will heareme name it. 

La. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Madame,ti!i /he with you. 

La. /hopefo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lsdie Anne, 

To lcauc this kind tneounter of our wits, 

And fallfomewhat intoa flower methode: 

Is not the caufcr of the time-leftc deaths 
Of thefc Plantagenets^cnry and Edward, 

As blamcfull as the cxccutlohcri’ 

La. Thou art the caulc.and mod accurft effeft. 

Glo. Your beautic was the caufc of that effect. 

Tour beautic which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world, 

So /might reft that houre in your fweet bofome. 

La. if 1 thought that, /tell thee homicide, 

Thefc nailcs fhould tend that beautiefrom my chcekes. 

Glo. Thefc cies. could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You liquid not blcmifh them iff flood by : 

As all the world is cheated by the Sunne, 

So / by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blac^nighfouei (hide thy day, and death thy life. 

Glo. Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would / were to be reuengde on thee. 

Glo. h is a quarrel! rood vnnaturall, 

- To be reuengde on him that loueth you. 

La. h is a quarrell iuftand rcafonable, 

_ 1 o be reuengd on him that flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Ladyof thy husband, 

Bid it to hclpe thee tea better husband. 
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£7/0, This is the fruiteofrawncs rmarktyounot 
How that theguiltiekindred of the Qucene, 
look, t P a f e when they did heare ofClarcnce. death. 

Oil, they did vrgeit ftillvnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Torke tvtih Clarence children. 

. Boy. Tell me good Granafn,is our father dead ? 

Bat. No boy. (bread? 

Boj. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
Aai crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Whydoyoulookeon vsandfhakeyour head ? 

And call vs wretches ,Orphanes,caftawayes, 

/f that our noble father be aliue? 

But. My prettic Cofcns , you mi fta^e me much, 

I do lament the ficknelTc of the King : 

As loth to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

Itwcrc loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my V ncle is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that efFcA. 

Dm. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well. 
Incapable and (hallow innocents, 

7 ou cannot gdfe who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can.- for my goodTncleGloceftcr 
Told me, the ATi ng prouoked by the Qucene, 

Deuif'd impeachments toimprifon him: 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

Andhugdmcin hisarme,and£indly £ift mycheeke, 

And bad me relic on him ss on my father, 

And he would loue me dearcly as his childej 
Dm. Oh that deceit fhould ftcalefuch gentle fhapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foulc guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my fliame: 

Tct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
%.Thin^eyoumy /'ncle did diftcmble, Granam? 

Dm. I Boy. 

%.I cannot thinkeit,harke,whatnoifc is this i 




E 



Enter 





The Tragedie 

Enter the !f tteene. 

Q«. Who fiiall hinder me to ivaile andweepe. 

To chide my fortunc,and torment my feife ? 

He ioync with blacke difpairc again ft my feife, 

And to my feife become an enernie. 

Dut. What meanes this feeane ofrude impatience? 
Sl-r. To make an a<fl of tragicke violence, 

- Edward, my Lord, your fonne our king isdead. 

- Why grow the branches, now the rootc is withred? 

- Why w ither not thelc'aues,thc iap being gone? 

If you will liue, lament ,-if dieffiebriefe : 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts , follow him 
To his new ^ingdome of perpetuall reft. 

Dut. Ah io much intereft haue I in thy forrow, 

As / had titfe in thy noble husband: 

I haue be wept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu'd by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 

Arc crackt in pceces by malignantdeath, 

And /for comfort haue but one falfc glalle, 
wTiicb greeues me when I fee my- ilia me in him* 
Thau art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

- But ^eath hath fnatcht my children fro mine armes,., 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh whatcaufe haue I 

Then, being hut moitieofmy griefe. 

To cuergo thy plaints and drownc the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wcpt.uot for ourfathersdeath,. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

Gtrl. Our fatherlelfe diftrclTc was left vnmoand, 
Your widowes dolours likcwife be vnwept. 

Jfh. Giue me no helpc in lamentation, , 

- l am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 

That 1 being gouernd by the watry moane,. 

May (end forth plenteous teares to drownethcworld: 

- Oh fori my liusbaud/or my heixe Lo. Edward, 
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/ s loth to bearc me to the (laughter- houfe. h 

Oh, now I want the Pricft thatfpake to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, ' 

As tivere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfrct bloodily were burchrrd. 

And 1 my feife ft cure in graceand fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now tliy hcauic curfe 
Is lighted on poore Hidings wretched head. 

Cut. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would beat dinner: 
Makeaffoort Iliri/f Jne longs to fee your head. 

fluff. O momentary date of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gr u e of heauen : 
mho builds his hopes in airc of your fa ire lookes, 

Liues likeadrunkenSaylcron a mart, 

Ready with cuery nod to tumble downe 
into thcfatall bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leademe tc the blocke,bcsre him my head, 

They fmile at me, that fhortly (hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofler and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come colcn,canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murtbcr thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and ftopagainc, 

Asifthou wertdirtraughtandmad with terror. 

Buc. Tut feare not me. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and pric on cuery fide : 

Intending deepe (ufpition,gaft!y lookes 
Are at my feruicclike inforccd (miles, 

And both are readie in their offices 
Togracemy ftratagems. Enter Maior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Letmealonetocntcrtainc him. LordMaioft 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The rcafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo, Catesby ouerlookc the walks. 

Buc ■ Harkc,I hearcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thce,hctcare enemies. 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 

G 2 Enter 
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TheTragedic. 

Enter C Meshy with Haflings head. 

C<at. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpedcd Hadings. 

Glo. So dearc /lou’d the man, that ■[ mud weepc, 
/ tookc him for the plained harmeleire man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chridun; 

Lookc ye my Lord Major : 

I made him my booke wherein my foulerecorded 
The Hidoricofall her fecret thoughts : 

So fmooth he daub’d his vice with (hew of vertue, 
That his apparant open guilt omitted : 

1 meane his conucrfation with Shores wife, 

He laid from all attainder offufped. (traitor 
Buck. ff'ell,wclI,hewasthecouertd flieltrcd 
That cuer liu’d , would you haUc imagined, 

Or almod beleeue, wert not by great preferuation 
We liuctotell it you ? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfeil houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lord of Gloccdcr. 
Mayor. What , had he fo ? 

Glo. What thinke ye weare Turks or Infidels, 
Orthatwe would againd thecourfeof Law', 

Proceed thus raflily to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perill of the cafe, 

The peace ot England ,and our pcTfons fafetfe 
Inford vs to this execution-* 

Ma. Now fibre befiilJyou,hc eleferued his death, 
And you my good L. both,haue weil proceeded, 

To warncfalfe traitors from the like attempts ; 

I neucr lookt for be tter at his hands, 

After he once fell in with Midrefle Shore. 

* Clo. Yet had not we determined he fliould die, 
T'htiil your Lordihip came to fee his death. 

Which now the longing hade of thefe our friends 
Some what againd our meaning hauc peruented, 
Becaufc my Lord , wee would haue had you heard 
T he traitor fpeakc, and timeroufly confeflc 
The manner, and the purpofe of his treafon. 

That you minght well hauefignified the fame 
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•fheT limpets found, Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Catesby, with other Nobles . 

King. Stand all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy aflidance is King Richard feated : 

But fhall we weare thefe honours for a dayj 
Or diall they lad, and wereioyceinthcm i 
Buc. Still liue they, and for eucr may they lad. 

Kin.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play-thc touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed s 
Tong Edward liues : thinke now what I would fay. 

Buc. Say on mygratiousfoueraigne. v. 

King. Why Buck ingham,I fay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thriccrcnowmed liege.);, 

Kmg. Ha : am I King ? ris fo,bur Edward liues. 

Buc. True noble Prince. . ) : ^ 

King. O bitter confequence, 

That Edward dill fliould liuctrue noble Prince. 
Cofcn,thouwcMnotwonttohefo dull:; a 
Shall I be plaine ? I wifli the badards dead. 

And I would hauc it fuddcnly performde. ill! 

Whatfaid thou i fpeake fuddenly,6c briefc. uc 
Buc. Your Grace may do your plcafure. ,Tiv/ v 

King. Tut,tut,thouartallyce,thy kindnefife freczeth,. 

Say, hauc I thy confcnt that they fhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath, fome litlc paufc my Lord, 
Bcforcl pofitiuely fpeake herein: .. ..i : 

Iwill rcfolueyour Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the Ups 
King. I will conuetfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vnrcfpcdiue boye;s,nonc are for me 
Jhat looke into me with confideratecycs : 

“oy,high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpcd. 

Lord. 

Kfng, Know d thou not any whom corrupting gold ■ 

Would 
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TheTragcdie 

Would tempt vnto a clofc exploit ofdeath. 

Boy. My Lord, l know a difeontented Gentleman, 
Whofc humble meancs match not his haughtic mindc, 

Gold were as good as twcntic Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King. What is his name ? 

Boy . His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Goe call him hither prefcntly. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliall be the neighbour to my counlcll, 

Hath hef© long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for brea th i 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ! 

Dar. My Lord, I hcarc the Marque (Tc Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond jin thofe parts beyond the Teas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 

King. Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wife is fickc and like to die, 

1 will take order for her keeping clofe : 

Enquire me out fome mcane borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is fooli(h,andI fearc not him : 

Lookc how thou dreamft : I fay againe,giuc out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for itftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofc growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orslfe my kingdomc ftandson brittle glalte, 

Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 

Vncertainc way ofgaine,butI am in 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 

Tcare falling pittie dwelt not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel, 

Is thy name Tirrell? ' 

Tir. lames Tirrel,andyourmoftobedientfubicct. 

King. Att thou indeed? 
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ofRichard thethrid. 

Nowthy proud necke,beares halfcmy burthenedyoke. 

From which ,euen here, I flip my weary necke. 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkes wifc,andgQneenc of fad mifchance, 
yhefe Engiifh woes, will make mcfmilcin France. 

9u. O thou well skild in curfcs,flay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbeare to deep the night, and fall the day, 
Compaq dead happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinkc that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is : 

Bcttrmg thy lolfe makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Reuoluingthis,will teach thee how to curfe. 

9u. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

GK Ma. Thy woes wil make them fliarp,& pierce like mine. 
T) 'ut. Why fliould calamine be full ofwords? Exit. Mar. 
gu. Windieatturnies to your client woes, 

Aieriefucccedersofinteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of mi (cries, 

Let them haue fcope,though what they do impart 
Hdpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

Dut.\( lo,then be not toong tide, goe with roe. 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another 
My damned (onne, which thy two Tonnes fmothred t 
Iheare his drum, be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with Drummot, 
andTrnmpets. 

Ktn%. Who intercepts my expedition? 

Dut. A fhe, that might hauc intercepted thee, 

By ftranglingthec in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the daughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

£>h. Hid* ft thou that forehead with a golden crownc, 
Where ihould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owdethat crownc,. 

And the dire death of my two (onnes,and brothers : 

Tell me thou villainc flaue, where arc my. children? 

Dut. 











The Tragedie 

Dut Thou todc,thou rode,w here is thy brother CJarece { 
And litle Ned Plantaget,his forme J 

®u. /There is kind Haftings, Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, » 

King. A flourifh trump ttsfifrike alarum drummes, 

Let not the heauens hcare thefe tei-ta!e women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strikelfay. Thetrumyets 

Either be patient, and intreat me fairc, founds. 

Or with the clamorous report of warre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou my fonne ? 

King. I, I thanke God, my father and your felfe. 

Dut. T en patiently hearetny impatience. 

King. Madame I haue a touch ofyour condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. I will be railde and gentle in my fpeech. 

King. And briefegood mother, for lam in harte. 

Dut. Art thoufo liaftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,p iiae and agonie. 

King. Andcamelnotatlafttocomfbrtyou ? 

Dut. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell : 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

Techie and wai ward was thy infancie, 

Thy fchoelc-daicsfrightfulI,defpcrate,wiIdeand furious: 

Thy age confirmd, proud, fubtil,bloudie,trechcrou3, 

/That comfortable houre canft thou name, 

That eucr grac’t me in thy companie ? 

K. Faith none but Humphrey houre, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie : 

Ifit be fo gratious inyour fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Dut. O heare me fpeake,for I lhall neucr fee thee more. 

King. Come, come, you arc too bitter. 

Dut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this warre thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with gricfcandcxtreameagefhall pcrifli, 

And neucr lookc vpon thy face againc : 

Therefore fake with thcc my moft heauic curfe. 

Which 
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ofRichardthe third. 

Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armour that thou wcarft, g 

Mypraicrs on the aduerfepartie fight, O 

And there the litle foulcs of Edwards children 
Whifperthcfpirits of thine enemies, 

And promile them fucccffcand victory, 
goodie thou art, bloudy will by thy end, 

Shame ferucs thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

flu. Though fir more caufe, yet much Ieffefpirit to curie 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to all. 

King- Stay Madam, I mull fpeake a word with you. 
u. I haue no more fonnes of the royal I blood, 

FoTthceto murther,for my daughters Richard, 

They dial I be praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 

/id therefore leuell not to hit their lit es. 

King. Yon haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
fertuousand faire,royalland gratious. 

Cu. And muff (lie die for this? O let her liue? 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her beautie, 

Slander m,y felfe , as falle to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 

So (lie may liue vn Icard from bleeding (laughter, 

/will confelfe fiiewas not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong not her birth, (lie isofroyall blood. 
f . To faue her life,ile fay fiie is not fo. 

King. Her life is only fafe ft in her birth. 
fig*. And only in that fafctic died her brothers. 

King. Lo at their births good liars were oppofite. 
fu No to their liues bad friends were contrary. 

Kmg. AW vnauoydcd isthe doome ofdeftcny. 

Qu. True, when auoyded grace makes deft eny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

Ifgracc had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madam, fo thriue 1 in my dangerous attempt of hofiilc 

As I intend more good to you and yours, (armes, 

Theneuer you or yours w ere by me wrongd. 

Quf What good is couerd with the face of hcauen, 
Zobedifcouerd that can do me good. 

King, Thcaduancement ofyourcliildren mightie Lid)'. 

v ®-t. 





0* 



li 

I# 



TheTragedie 

£>(t. Vp to fomcfc&ffoldjtherctoleofc their heads. 

King. No to the dignitic and height of honor, 

The height impcriail tipe of this earths glory. 

Q«_. Flatter my forrowes with report of it, 

Tell me what fhte,what dignitie,what honor, 

Canlt thou dennfe to any child ofmine t 

King . Eucn ail I haue,yca and my feife and all, 

Will I wit-hall endowacbild ofthinc, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule, 

Thou drovvnc the fad remembrance of the le wrong* 
Which thou fuppolcft 1 hauc done to thee, 

Bebricfe, Idlthatthc procellc ofthy kindnefle 
Lart longer telling then thy kindnelfe doo. 

K. Then know that from my ioule I loue thy daughter, 

Qj, My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 

Kmg. Whit do you thinkc ? 

£)». That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule, 
So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers, 

And from my hearts loue /do thanke thee for if# 

jRTmg. Benotfo haflie to confound my meaning. 
Iimeane that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 

And meanc to make her Qjjecnc of England. 

Say then, who docif thou meane ihali be herking? 

Kmg. Eueii he that makes her Qucene,how fhould clfe? 

Sgf- What thou? 

King. /,cuen I, what thinke you of it Madame? 

JUlg. How canff thou wooe her?. 

King. That I wouldjlcarncofyou. 

As one that were bed acquainted with her humor. 

Jdu. And wilt thou iearncof me? 

King. Madam withal! my heart. 

(flgg Send to her by.tlie man that flew her brothers 
A. pane of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edward'and Ybrke, then happily flic will wcepe, 
Therefore nrefent to her, as fometimc Margaret 
Did to thy father, a handkercheffe ffeept in Rutlans blood, 
And bid herdric her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this Inducement force her notto loue, 

Send her a (lory of thy noble a<5ts:. 

Tell her thoumad’llaway her vncle Clarence, 
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of Richard the third. 

You haue no caufe to hold my friendfliip doubtfull, q. 

incuerwasnor neuer will be fade. 

Kin- Well, go mu(l;r men i but heareyou,!caue behindc 
Yourfonne George Sfanlie,Iookc your faith be firme : 
Q rc ]fc,his heads alfurance is-butfraile. 

Dar. So deale with him, as ! proue true to you. Exit.Dar, 
Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef My Gracious foueraigne, now in Dcuonlhire* 

As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtic Prelate, 

Bilhop of Exeter, his.bro her there, 

With many mo confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Aiejfenger, 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guflfbrdsarc in armes, 

Andeucry hourc more competitors 

Flocke to their ayde,and (till their power increafeth. 

Enter another Mefcnger. 

Mef- My Lord,thearmieofche Duke of Buckingham,. 

He (trike! h him. 

King. Out on you ow!es,nothing but fonges of death. 

Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good, 

My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water. 

The Duke of Buckinghams armic isdifpcrfl and fcattcred. 

And he himfelfc fled no man knowes whither. 

King. O l cry you mercie,! did mi flake, 

Ratcliffc reward him for the blow I gauc him t 
Hath any wclladuifed friend giuen our, 

Rewards for himfhat brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef. Such proclomatio hath bm made my liege. 

Enter another Mcffcnqer. 

Mef Sir Thom is*Louci 1 and Lord Marques Dorfet, 

Tis (aid my Liege are vp in armes, 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Bricraine Name is differ ft, Richmond in Dorfhisc 
Sentout a boate to aske them on the lliore, 

Ifthcy were hisafMant3yea,orno: 

VVhoanfwercd bin* they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partis : he miftrulling them, 

Hoifl faile, and made away for Brittaine. 
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King. March on, march on,fince weare vp In arnica^ 

If not to fight with forraignc enemies, 

Yet to beate downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Catesby. 

Qat. M;/ liege, the Duke ofBuckingham is taken, 
Thats the bed: ncwes,that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they mud be told. 

King Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 

A royall battcll might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury ,the reft march on with me. 

Enter Barbie, Sir Chrijfopher. 

Bar. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, 
That in the ftic of this mod bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my prefen t aide. 

But tell me,whcre is princely Richmond now ? 

Cbrifb. At Pcmbrooke,orat Herford-weft in Wales. 
Dar. What menof namcrcfortto him ? 

SyChrift. Syr WalterHerberr,arenowmedfouldier, 
Syr Gilbet Talbot, fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrookc,(ir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moc of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they do bend rheir courfe, 

Jfby the way they be not fought withal!. 

Bar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him, 
Tell bim,theQueene hath hai tilyconfented 
He fnall efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refoluehim of mymsnde, 

. Farewell. Exeunt. 

E'i‘er Buckingham to execution. 

B'-tc. Will not King Richard let me fpeakc with him? 
R. r. N , my Lord,therefbre be patient. 

B«c. H i.!lings,and Edwards children, Riuers, Gray, 
Holy King H ;nry.and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Va'5gbarn,anda!i that haue mifcarried, 

By vnderhand corrupted/owlerniuftiee, 



wm 








mm 10 20 




40 



50 



60 




80 



90 



100 



110 



120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 



260 




270 280 290 



300 





10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 




210 



220 230 240 250 




270 



280 290 300 





